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Hunt for Fair Weather Prizes 
along 


“The American Girl” Treasure Trail 


Queen WILL soon be here and with it jolly good 
times. You mustn't miss the greatest sport of the 
year—THE AMERICAN GiRL Treasure Hunt! Look 
at the map of the Hunt. Behind every bush and along 
every turn of the foot-path you will find surprises— 
mystery and pirate stories, articles on sports and out- 
door cookery, puzzles—to say nothing of the surprises 
this map was too small to hold. 
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UR NEW serial by your old-time favorite, Edith 

Ballinger Price, is full of mystery and romance. 
You'll love the pretty twins, Faith and Fiona, who 
rescue a helpless foreign family from the hand of its 
oppressor. Don't miss the first installment in June. 


TUTTOT Eat 


iv YOU LIKE pretty clothes and want to know the 
secrets of poise and charm and looks, you'll want to 
read the many articles planned for you. 


You NEEDN'T feel afraid to handle a canoe this 
summer after you've made yourself acquainted 
with the fine points of this art as described in an early 
summer issue. 








HEN YOU invite your family or friends on a 

picnic you will surprise them with delicious and 
interesting outdoor delicacies, for Winifred Moses has 
some special ideas for you. 


ND IF YOU go to camp and Scatter is not there, keep 

in touch with her and her own hilarious and 

rollicking camping adventures through THE AMERICAN 
GIRL. 


HERE ARE SO many surprises awaiting you on THE 
AMERICAN GIRL Treasure Hunt this summer. 












Don't miss a single issue through which the Treasure 
Trail winds. Renew your subscription immediately! 
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Along the Editor’s Trail 


O YOU know a girl 
who never can find 
anything, whose 

bureau drawers are always 
in cyclonic disorder and who 
seems to have an uncanny 
talent for leaving a trail of 
personal belongings in 
whatever room she happens 
to pass through? 

Perhaps you are that kind 
of girl yourself. And if you 
are you have probably heard 
all the arguments for neat- 
ness a thousand times, and 
I won’t bore you by repeat- 
ing them. They are all true, 
as I discovered years ago, 
and there is no really adequate answer to be made 
to any of them. It is more sensible to separate your 
gloves from your handkerchiefs and stockings so 
that you won’t have to plow, wrist-deep, through 
nearly everything you own to find them 

I became a reformed character in the matter of 
orderliness when I missed a train that made me 
miss a boat that was to have taken me to a delight- 
ful week-end party to which I had looked forward 
for a month. And all because, in the helter-skelter 
array of shoes on my closet floor, I couldn’t find the 
left one of the only pair that was fit to wear. When 
it finally did turn up under the dressing table, 
where I must have kicked it during some previous 
rummaging, I had just three minutes to cover the 
five miles between my house and the station. Of 
course, I didn’t, and so— 

But sometimes it’s a little annoying to listen to 
people lecturing the girl who can’t keep her belong- 
ings straight and praising her sister whose life 
seems dev roted to being “neat as a pin.” The virtue 
of order can be carried too far 








Have you ever sat in a 
room with a person who 
was continually pushing a 
candlestick this way or that 
way so it would be abso- 
lutely in line with another 
candlestick on the same 
mantel; who pounced upon 
a chair the minute a guest 
arose and plumped up the 
cushion; who fidgeted dur- 
ing tea at the thought that 
a crumb might drop on the 
floor? I knew a woman like 
that once. Her neatness 
warped her sense of values, 
and she had a lovely dog- 
wood tree cut down because 
she objected to the little red seeds that fell from 
it to the walk in the fall. At that moment I longed 
for the sort of neighbor described in Edna Millay’s 
poem—the one who weeded “her lazy lettuce by 
the light of the moon” and who was so careless that 





“When she mowed the place, 
She’d leave the clover standing 
And the Queen Anne’s lace.” 

But my neighbor was wot that kind of person, 
so the tree came down. And, instead of a cloud of 
pink blossoms in spring and cool green leaves in 
summer, and spreading branches tipped with snow 
in winter, she had a neat walk in the autumn, with 
no red seeds to be scrunched underfoot and stain 
the cement. 

Of course, she was one extreme—just as the 
hopelessly untidy person is the other. But [ve 
noticed that the over-neat person seldom changes— 
probably because she’s always conscious that neat- 
ness is a virtue—while the careless girl often dis- 
covers that a certain amount of order is necessary 
to a comfortable exis 
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FREE catalogs and expert advice on 
ALL Boys’ or Girls’ camps in U.S. (also 
U. S. “School Guide” free). Learn 
comparative ratings. State Chartered 
Information Bureau. No fees. 
Address :— 
“}. AMERICAN SCHOOLS 
' ASSOCIATION 


17 N. State St., 
Chicago 








CAMP LYNNHOLM 


on Winnepesaukee, N. H. 


offers ga glorious location, all kinds of sports, per- 
sonal supervision, fine and competent type of 
councillors, and excellent equipment for very mod- 
erate tuition. Send for booklet with full details and 
pictures. 


Mrs. George W. Osgood, 37 Baltimore St., Lynn, Mass. 


RYN AFON 


For Girls—13th Season 
ROOSEVELT, WISCONSIN 
Private Lake. All Land and Water Sports. Kene 
tucky Horses. Craft Studio. Screened Cabins. 
Hot and Cold Showers. Staff of 35 eee Grad- 
uates. Physician, Nurse and Dietitian. Booklet. 
Lotta A. Broadbridge 
100! E. Jefferson Detroit, Mich. 
Girls 


SWASTIKA %; 


A camp on Granite Lake, Munsonville, N. H. 




















Alt. 1300 feet. Mt. Monadnock region. Screened 
cabins, modern sanitation. All activities. Motor- 
boat, gymnasium, riding and trips included in $200 
season fee. Councilor training course for girls over 


18 years. $100 season. Write the Director. 


Mrs. R. E. Hodgdon (Formerly Girl Scout Captain) 
81 Garfield St., Cambridge, Massachusetts 














PATON HALL THE PENNINGTON 

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
A Country School near Detroit—Training for Leadership 
College Preparatory and General Courses. Junior and 
Senior High—Post Graduate. Affiliated with Camp Inter- 
lochen, Interlochen, Michigan. Catalogs. Mrs. P. O. 
PENNINGTON, Box A—% Paton Hall, Romeo, Michigan. 














‘ rca all know how much fun 
camping is. Whether in the 
mountains or at the seashore, 

in the North or the South or the 

West, camp life is the most exciting 

sort of life during the summer. We 

are sure that on this page, each of 
you will find a camp to suit her own 
special needs and desires. 


Schools, too, are important things 
in life, even though they are not 
supposed to be as much fun as 
camp. But if you go to a school 
with girls that you like, even lessons 
can be jolly, to say nothing of ath- 
letics and other things. 

We hope that you can find your 
school and your camp on THE 
AMERICAN GIRL School and 
Camp page. 




















————— 











rench Camp 


’ AF 
Ecole Champlain * “tordins 8-13 
WITH A SPECIAL DIVISION FOR JUNIORS 
150 acres on Lake Champlain, wooded shores, land- 
locked bays, safe beaches, tennis courts, saddle 
horses, accredited dairy. Recreation camp plus 
French as a living language. Every girl in daily 
contact with native French councillors. Seventh 
season. For pictorial literature address 

Miss Ruth Collins, Secretary, Boz A 
Middlebury, Vermont 














SCHOOL OF 
HORTICULTURE 


FOR WOMEN 
Froricutture, Lanpscare DesiGn, 
Fruit GrowinG, Pouttry, ETc. 
Two-year Diploma Course begins September 16th. 
xcellent positions open to graduates 
Short Summer Course, August Ist to 29th. 

















Address, The Director, Box BB, Ambler, Pa. 











ake Winnekeag, 


TATION. 14th Year. Near New York 


and Boston. t 
under careful supervision. 


00 feet above sea level. 
Sleeping cabins. 


All water sports — 


tention. Excellent staff. Three Divisions: 


12-16. Moderate rate. 


Horseback 
Write for catalog to Miss A. A 


. Rober Di ; 
135 Mamaroneck Rd., White Plains, Sane rai 
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Booklet. MARJORIE S. KIRK, 320 Berkeley Drive, Syracuse, New York 


CAMP MERRYWOLD 
WINTHROP, ME. 


For Girls 10-18. Real camping 
in the Maine woods. All activ- 
ities. The Director has had 
long experience in Girl Scout- 
ing as a Local Director and 
a Camp Director. 











Make a Sun Dial 
On a Tree Stump 


HE sun dial is composed of two 

parts—the dial face or plane (which 
in this case will be the surface of a tree 
stump) and the stile or gnomon. To make 
the dial surface, find a suitable tree 
stump, and saw it off to make a fresh 
and horizontal surface. To make the 
stile, whittle a triangular piece of wood 
about a half-inch thick, preferably of 
cypress, hickory, oak, or some other 
strong wood. Make the angle between 
the diagonal edge of the triangle and 
its base exactly the same number of 
degrees as the latitude of your vicinity. 
You can find out at the library what 
this is. 

Exactly at noon by the clock, place 
your triangle on the horizontal stump 
in an upright position with one end of 
its base about two inches from the cir- 
cumference of your tree stump, and the 
other end near the center in such a way 
that the shadow of the sun falls straight 
down along the base of the triangle. 
Draw a line showing this position across 
the face of your stump, which is now 
a kind of compass. This is called the 
twelve o'clock line and marks the center 
of the base of your upright triangular 
piece. Keeping the stile in the same 
position, draw lines at the edge of the 
shadow as it is cast on the dial face at 
each hour of the day. Do the same 
thing for several days, just to be sure 
your lines are accurate. Then cut a 
groove about an inch deep into the 
twelve o'clock line just long and wide 
enough for your triangular piece of wood 
to fit in exactly. To make it more stable, 
pour glue into the groove before you in- 
sert your stile, and put along its sides 
long triangular reinforcements attached 
by screws. 

Now paint in the lines and numbers 
indicating the hours of the day much 
as you find them on an ordinary clock. 
Then put several coats of spar varnish 
on both your stile and the dial face. 
If you have time and ride the hobby 
of wood-carving, the numbers on the 
dial face will look especially attractive 
carved into the stump. And add a motto 
if you wish. A popular motto reads: “I 
Count Only Sunny Hours.” 

And remember that daylight saving 
time is not sun time. 

If gardening is your hobby, you can 
make your sun dial a thing of real 
beauty by planting low shrubs or candy 
tuft or mignonette around its base. 





Patronize the equipment agent in your town 





ea Cai aie Cah s. 


es aotd toil 


ee ne ee 














20 



































May, 1930 THE AMERICAN GIRL 5 





wheel 





SUPER-HETERODYNE 


| THE INSTRUMENT YOU WILL ALWAYS BE PROUD TO OWN 





ol gait! 


Full command of the air! Sensitivity that reaches 
out to far distant stations! Selectivity that pulls 
them in with hairline precision. Superb tone 
fidelity. That’s Radiola Super-Heterodyne per- 
formance ...the marvel of a circuit that is 


recognized as the highest achievement in Radio! 


And now you can own one of these incom- 
parable instruments at a phenomenally low price 
- .- in designs that will harmonize with any 
modern home interior...ranging from a compact 
table model to the sumptuous Radiola Super- 


Heterodyne and Phonograph combination! 


Radiola Super-Heterodyne is the only radio 


instrument that meets every broadcast require- 





ment. That’s why this year’s finest radio sets are 
built on the Super-Heterodyne principle. The 
Radiola Super-Heterodyne you buy will bring 
you the utmost of Radio pleasure this year... 


Las enn citer oct» + ai 4m 


and for many years to come! 


Visit your Radiola Dealer today ...see and hear 


these superb instruments ... to compare is to 
want one! Remember .. . easy payments and | 


liberal allowance on your old set! Radiola Divi- 





sion, RCA Victor Company, Inc. 


* * * 


RCA RADIOLA 60 . . . Super-Heterodyne, table model . . . « + $98 
RCA RADIOLA 66 . . . Super-Heterodyne with Electro-Dynamic Reproducer 
in cabinet (Illustrated) . .- »- + + + © + + © ©» © © oe $175 
RCA RADIOLA 67 . . . Special combination of the Radiola Super-Hetero- 
dyne, Electro-Dynamic Reproducer and Phonograph for electrical repro- 
duction of records». . + + + +e 2+ eee ee ee eee $690 


“4 
= 
e 
" Look for and insist upon (Above prices less Radiotrons) 
I Copyrighted 1930 the famous RCA trade-mark 

RCA Victor Co., Inc. 


| IRCA RADIOLA 


_ TUNE IN—THE RCA HOUR, EVERY THURSDAY NIGHT, OVER A COAST-TO-COAST NETWORK OF THE N. B. C. 











When you write to advertisers, please mention “The American Girl” 
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As New As the First Leaves of Spring 
Are These Gay Camp Togs by MAN O’ WAR 


AMPING is heaps more fun when you wear smart, colorful togs 
like these . . . . dashing little shorts for tennis or hiking... . 
fashionable overalls, just like they have been wearing at Miami and 
Palm Beach all winter... . long, floppy sailor pants to slip into when 
you go canoeing or to wear over your bathing suit . . . . and the famous 
MAN O’ WAR Middy and Bloomers to complete your camp ensemble. 

















New style, bright colors and many clever little 
features of design make these MAN O’ WAR 
Camp Togs the smartest you will see in any of 
the stores this spring. Select an entire wardrobe 
in your favorite color or in your camp color. Make 
this summer the gayest you have ever spent at 
camp in your colorful MAN O’ WAR Togs. 





| “GARMENTS | 





B \ New Knockabout Camp Shirt in = green, ce White jean sleeveless middy. $1.00. Also 
copen, rose or maize broadcloth. Ages 8 in heavy broadcloth in either green, copen, 
to 22. $2.00. rose or maize. Ages 8 to 22. $2.00. 


Broadcloth overalls in same colors as shirt. Ages Plain shorts of heavy broadcloth in the following 
8 to 22. $2.95. colors—green, copen, rose, maize. Ages 8 to 22. 
$2.00. 


White camp middy, $1.00 and $1.50. Also “hite s yack middy. Ages 8 29 
B in green, copen, tan or khaki. Ages 8 to 22. D WhMe mamta meaty. Ages 8 te S8. 92.08. 

$1.75. Sailor pants in white jean, duck or unbleached 
drill. $2.00. Also in heavy broadcloth in the 
following colors—green, copen, rose or maize. 
Ages 8 to 22. $2.95. 


Camp bloomers. Green, copen, tan, khaki or 
white. Ages 8 to 22. $2.00. 





EF Tennis shirt—white or tan _ broadcloth. 
a4 $1.95 and in green, copen, rose or maize 


broadcloth. Ages 8 to 22. $2.50. 
Pleated tennis shorts in green, copen, rose or 
maize broadcloth. Ages 8 to 22. $2.00. 





If your dealer hasn’t stocked these togs send check or money order direct to 


Branigan, Green & Company 
1270 Broadway, New York City 



















If you haven’t renewed that expiring subscription— 
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WE ARE happy to announce to 
this assembled gathering that our 
March issue gives every evidence of 
having been a huge success. Polly Noyes, 
of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, speaks for 
many of our readers: 

“Congratulations! The International 
number was the best ever! Everything 
from the cover to the puzzles was so 
good you hated to finish reading it all. 
The stories were all wonderful and so 
different, too, but The House with the 
Cross-eyed Windows is prime and a 
real thriller. Hazel Rawson Cades’ article 
on traveling was splendid and very appro- 
priate. Last but not least, the cheese 
recipes by Winifred Moses ought to 
tempt everyone; and if they didn’t, well, 
something must be decidedly wrong— 
if you ask me.” e 


Fg Nona May C. Linton adds to this 
culinary comment the announce- 
ment that THE AMERICAN GIRL is about 
to turn her into an exemplary house- 
keeper, which is an immense satisfaction. 
While we believe we’re up to date, still 
we do think that every girl should at 
least know how to cook and to sew—if 
only for her own convenience. Here is 
what Nona says, and perhaps there are 
more of you like her. We hope so! 
“Much to my mother’s despair, I re- 
fused to learn how to cook, but your 
articles so plainly showed me the real girl 
as a worker—as a cook and seamstress— 
that I became interested. This summer I 
intend to become perfect in all your 
recipes.” 


O YOU all like articles about fa- 

mous girls and women as much as 
Mary Critchfield, of West Hartford, 
Connecticut? She writes us: “The real 
reason for my writing is because I liked 
the article on Ishbel MacDonald so 
much! It made me feel as though I had 
really met her! I think she surely must 
be a charming young woman to have for 
a friend. I think the Well, of All Things! 
page is really the very best in the whole 
magazine! It gives all the girls a chance 
to express their views and to read what 
others think. I think it would be fine to 
have more stories about camps and bas- 
ket-ball, and other outdoor sports.” 


ILEEN McCabe, of Pontiac, Rhode 
Island, and Mary Douglas, of Aco- 
nomowac, Wisconsin, are hearing the call 
of spring. Eileen wishes we would “have 
some articles on basket-ball, swimming 
and skating’—her favorite sports, and 
Mary adds her plea for more athletic 
articles—with one on volley ball espe- 


of All Things! 


cially. To both of the girls, we simply 
suggest that they keep their eyes fastened 
on the postman who brings the summer 
numbers of THE AMERICAN GIRL. 


Ww == learning early the difficulty 
of pleasing everyone! First we are 
criticized for Jo Ann’s freedom and we’re 
told that she’s far too easy in her modern 
ways. And then, almost the next month, 
we receive a letter from Virginia S. 
Ingham of Little Falls, New York, ask- 
ing, “Why don’t you have some real 
modern stories, even more modern than 
The Strike at Dexter’s? Please be a little 
more modern with THE AMERICAN GIRL. 
I think it would improve it greatly.” Now 
in a case like this, what would you do? 


NGELIA Scheffel, of Jackson, Michi- 

gan, wants more articles ‘on mak- 

ing simple dresses like those we had last 

summer’—and we commend her here- 

with to The Magic Circle in this issue, 

an article which we believe is just what 
she wants. 


ERE is a real westerner who likes 

to be reminded of home. Jerry 
Maxwell, of Jackson Heights, New York, 
has lived there for a little over a year, 
but she “was born and lived in Seattle, 
Washington, for fourteen years. So you 
see, I am a wild and wooly westerner. I 
came from just as far West as you can 
get. And I’m proud of it. Out here in the 
East among all the southerners and east- 
erners in Jackson Heights, I feel as out 
of place as I can be, but I like it. My 
only regret is that I wasn’t born on a 
cattle ranch. I don’t ride horseback, I 
can’t lasso a steer, and I can’t shoot a 


six-shooter. Outside of that I’m still a . 


westerner, and will always remain one. 
All this is leading up to telling you how 
glad I was to see Gold Dust in the Feb- 
ruary issue. It made me feel at home 
when I read about the Snake River and 








the Hudson Bay Company (they really 
are there) and my favorite Portland.” 


wondered how 
many college girls read THE 
AMERICAN Girt. Here’s one—Edwina 
Lawrence, of Amherst, Massachusetts. 
“It is probably not often that you 
have a letter from a college girl, nineteen, 
‘going on twenty.’ You see, I have been 
a Girl Scout since I was ten and I have 
been subscribing to THE AMERICAN GIRL 
almost as long. I am supposed to be 
grown up now since I have my own troop 
of forty-five girls here in Amherst. Three 
of us college girls run the troop which 
has a nominal captain who cannot run 
the troop because she is so busy. There- 
fore, it fell to us to run it and we cer- 
tainly have our hands full. To get back to 
THE AMERICAN GrirRL—I just finished 
reading Jeanne Brautman’s note in the 
Well, of All Things! column, and I 
wanted to put in my word with hers for 
an article on woodworking. When I have 
a jack-knife and a piece of wood, I can’t 
seem to keep them apart, but I hate to 
make paper knives and such useless 
things all the time. I really hope you can 
publish an article of that type for us 
‘tomboys.’ I certainly recommend THE 
AMERICAN GIRL to leaders who want to 
keep young with their girls and keep in 
touch with Girl Scouting all over the 
world.” 


E’VE’ often 


ETTY Matenky, of Detroit, 
Michigan, wishes that we would 
“please give us a story about a naughty 
heroine? Let her have faults but she will 
correct them. She is no ‘angel’ and does 
no great things but still greater than 
anything she can do is to reform herself. 
Let some of her little, tiny faults re- 
main, because she cannot be perfect. No 
one has written about THE AMERICAN 
Gir_’s most interesting article (to me) 
—Along the Editor’s Trail. I think it 
is one of the best parts of THE AMER- 
ICAN Gir. Of course, all of it is nice 
but some things stand out. The House 
with the Cross-eyed Windows sounds 
spooky already, although I’ve only read 
the first installment.” 


EGGY Pickerell, of East Cleve- 

land, Ohio, wishes that “someone 
would put something about tap dancing 
in this magazine because I, as well as 
many others, am much interested in it.” 
And Dorothy Peek, of Edgewood, Rhode 
Island agrees with her, saying, “I was 
very much interested in the dance selec- 
tion by Lucille Marsh, in your February 
number” and asks for another like it. 





Do so now or you'll miss loads of good things coming soon 
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Schwartz Galleries, New York 
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Etching by Childe Hassam, courtesy of the 





Sister, Awake! | 


Ses awake! Close not your eyes, See the clear sun, the world’s bright eye, 
The day her light discloses, In at our window peeping; 
And the bright morning doth arise Lo! he blusheth to espy 
Out of her bed of roses. Us idle wenches sleeping! 


Therefore, awake! make haste, I say, 
And let us, without staying, 
All in our gowns of green so gay 


Into the park a-maying. 


Old English May Song 
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Margaret Mochrie, Editor 
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ANGELICA BOUGHT A QUARTER’S WORTH OF SUGAR PLUMS AND A PEPPERMINT CANE FROM CHEAP JOHN 


Courting Cousin Camilla 


RANDMOTHER, _ back By ANNE McQUEEN the difference, even if she cared. 


home on a visit, wrote to 


‘Your Cousin Camilla Light- 


her granddaughter, An- Illustrations by Joan Esley foot is visiting at the Breckinridge 


gelica, who, in Grandmother’s 

absence, was to be considered by 

all and sundry on the plantation as The-Lady-of-the- 
House, with all the privileges and perquisites pertaining 
thereto. Angelica read the letter aloud to Mammy Clarissy 
—Angelica dearly loved to read aloud, especially writing. 
Of course sometimes, when she reached a very hard word, 
she made up as she went, but Mammy Clarissy, having not, 
she declared, “mighty much ejacashun,” would not know 


plantation, and I want you all to 

be sure to go to see her. Your 
dear mother was very fond of your Cousin Camilla, who is 
a most charming and lovable girl—” 

Here Mammy Clarissy, very impolitely, interrupted the 
reader. “Gal,” she scoffed, “‘I say de word! Ef’n she ain't 
all o’ twenty-five year, she will be, come her next birthday. 
Ole maids is such despiseable creeters, dey is, I tell you.” 

“IT remember Cousin Nancy Cary, who was Father’s 
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cousin,” mused Angelica, “she used to come to visit 
Mother, and she would stay on a very long time and—” 

“Fetched ‘long her own tea, and wouldn't eat nary mou’- 
ful o’ de good meat Marster had in de smokehouse; fish, 
flesh and fowl she ‘lowed was rank p’ison.” 

“When we used to ask her why she never married, Cousin 
Nancy would say, ‘Because I didn’t choose to!’ But I be- 
lieve that was a story, Mammy, don’t you?” 

“She didn’t have no money and she didn’t have no looks. 
What you reckon anybody would court Miss Nancy for?” 
evaded Mammy Clarissy, who had, she said, more man- 
ners and behavior than to dispute a white lady’s word. 
“But what she says I ain’t ’sputin’.” 

“T heard Grandmother say that no man in his seven 
senses would ever court Cousin Nancy, and Grandmother 
always speaks the truth!” commented Angelica. “I don’t 
like old maids a bit, but I reckon I'll have to do my duty 
and go.” She sighed importantly. “As the Lady-of-the 
House, she’ll expect me to call.” 

She beheld with her eyes and heard with her ears, the 
fight going on between the twins, Tom and Jerry, in the 
back yard, the casus belli seeming to be the dolls of Mary 
Frances and Patsy, their small sisters. 

Angelica prided herself, as the Lady-of-the-House, on 
making The Children toe the mark. She always spoke 
of these younger ones in very large capitals indeed. Her 
elders, white and black, always noted this form of address, 
and privately giggled over it, in parlor and kitchen. 

“That child,” said the parlor, “is certainly a handful!” 

“Little Missy,” chuckled the kitchen, ‘sho’ takes after 
her grandma! She sho’ does—in every way.” 

“Just what mischief, may I ask,” Angelica 
voiced politely, “are you two terrible boys 
engaged in?” 

“Our dolls!” wept Mary Frances and & 
Patsy, as one. “They tooken our dolls and 
rubbed dirt on ’em; and ’nen Tom hit Jerry 
in the eye with Patsy’s Bedelia, and they 
went to fightin’, and our dolls are all messed 
up. Just look at them!” 

“We have ice cream 
for dinner,” stated the 
arbiter of the fates of 
Tom and Jerry. “I shall 
see that neither of you 
terribly naughty boys 
gets any, because you—”’ 

But here a shout went 
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up from the intended 
victims of justice. a 


“Father!” they shouted 
gleefully, and tore out 
to meet their father’s 
gig, coming slowly up 
the avenue. “Now we'll 
see who's boss o’ this 
plantation!” 

Dr. Cary, father of the 
brood, was no Spartan; 
he interceded, respect- 
fully, for the culprits, 
and the Lady-of-the- 
House was persuaded to 
grant them amnesty. 
They had unusually big 
helpings of ice cream, 
because of having so 


nearly missed it alto- 
gether. 
Also, because he had 


kept her from punishing “raTHer, woNn’T YOU PLEASE, SIR, 


ATTEND TO THIS AT—AT YOUR CONVENIENCE?” 


them, he readily agreed when the Lady-of-the-House asked 
permission to take The Children and call on Cousin 
Camilla Lightfoot, who was visiting the Breckinridges. 

“Certainly, I'll be glad to have you go. I've heard 
your dear mother speak of her, though I never met Cousin 
Camilla. Look your prettiest, all of you”—the twins 
snorted scornfully at this—“that is, of course, you girls; 
boys are never pretty, just fine-looking and manly.” 

“And, if you please, make Uncle Edinboro wear his 
Sunday livery,” urged Angelica, “or he'll save it for Rich- 
mond—he just won’t wear it in the country.” 

“I'll tell him to pipe-clay his brass buttons,” agreed the 
doctor, promptly, “‘and shine his patent-leather pumps— 
he prefers them to boots on gala occasions. And will you 
have Bess and Charlie or Huckleberry and Pie?” 

“Bess and Charlie, because they are white, and red 
cockades show better on them,” announced Angelica, who 
seldom hesitated in such matters. “And tell Uncle Edin- 
boro, Father, to have the harness shined up, and the silver- 
plated trimmings look like they were silver-plated. He 
won't, unless you tell him.” 

Having been assured that the matters of harness and 
livery would be attended to, the Lady-of-the-House set 
promptly about the task of beautifying herself and The 
Children for their visit to the Breckinridges, where Cousin 
Camilla was staying. This was to be an important visit. 

When Mammy 
Clarissy’s capable 
hands seized them, 











Tom and _ Jerry 
knew that howls 
were useless, and 


so submitted to be- 
ing clad in their 


long white trou- 
BY sers, their frilled 
shirts and_ short 


blue jackets, adorn- 
ed with many shiny 
small buttons. 
Their straw hats 
had bright blue 
bands, and _ their 
patent leather 
pumps shone glo- 


riously. 

Mary Frances 
and Patsy, being, 
as their brothers 


scornfully asserted, 
“just girls,” were 
thrilled to be dress- 
ed for calling, and 
submitted patient- 
ly to having their 
ringlets renewed 
with water and 
twisting—a rolling 
over process on the 
fingers of Narcissa 
and Venus, the 
housemaids who 
helped with the 
children’s _ toilets. 
They were dressed 
alike, according to 
the wish of their 
grandmother, who 
had lived with them 
since their mother 
died, when Patsy 
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was a baby, five years before. Ruffled tarlatan, with 
sleeves looped up with corals and strings of coral 
around their fat necks, open-work socks and shining 
slippers, and, glory of toilets in those days, elab- 
orate pantalettes of solid embroidery dangling about 
their fat legs, coming to the tops of their socks, to 
show the embroidery. 

The Lady-of-the-House, being critical concern- 
ing her own toilet, arrayed herself in her India 
muslin, with the worked neck and sleeves, and the 
forty-two tucks in the skirt, with a sash of sky blue 
and her Spanish work pantalettes Cousin Sally 
Fairfax had sent her for Christmas. As the head of 
the family she decided to carry her grandmother’s 
fan with the sandalwood sticks and the painting 
of ladies, lambs and flowers, done by some artist of 
renown. Mammy Clarissy informed her frankly 


that Old Miss would sho’ raise a ruckus if anything fi 


happened to that fan! 

All of the girls wore floppy leghorn hats, with 
long streamers; Angelica’s being further adorned | 
to suit her maturer years with a frill of lace and a 
bunch of tiny pink rosebuds. Narcissa and Venus 1 
declared all three looked scrumptious! 

It was very nice riding in the carriage, 
with the top down, and Uncle Edinboro 
looking so grand in his livery, and the 
white horses imperial in shining silver- 
decked harness, with the red ribbon cock- 
ades making them look, Angelica thought, 
equal to the snowy steeds the ladies rode 
in Mr. Barnum’s circus, which had come 
to town in the winter. 

The Breckinridge plantation was a 
matter of only a few miles distant. The 
dresses, despite the twistings of The 
Children, were immaculate when Uncle 
Edinboro drew up before the big gate, 
which was opened by Chaney’s small 
Peter, also in gala attire, and then up the 
long, live-oak shaded avenue, pausing, 
with a flourish of whip and a loud and unnecessary 
“Whoa!” before the yard gate. They all, alighting, walked 
primly up the flower-bordered walk to the wide white steps, 
on to the portico with its fluted columns, where old Mr. 
Breckinridge sat reading his paper. 

“God bless my soul!” he exclaimed, rising creakingly 
from his armchair, “if here aren’t all the future beaux and 
belles of the county come to see us!” 

“We came to see our Cousin Camilla, Mr. Breckin- 
ridge,” stated Angelica, who was always truthful, “but, of 
course,” she added, generously, “‘we are glad to see you 
and Mrs. Breckinridge, too.” 

“Came to see Camilla? Right in the parlor—hear her 
tinkling on the harp right now. Jane,” he said to a girl who 
came forward with a smile of welcome, curtsying in a man- 
ner that warmed Angelica’s heart—just as if she were 
curtsying to grown folks! “Jane,” he said, “you show our 
company into the parlor, and then run and tell your mis- 
tress to come out with a pitcher of lemonade and some 
pound cake, or such, for some mighty fine looking young 
ladies and gentlemen who are calling on us.” 

Whereat Jane giggled, unnecessarily, and showed them 
into the great, dusky parlor, smelling of pot pourri jars, 
and sweet lavender; all filled with beautiful things to look 
at, and—the loveliest of them all—a young lady seated be- 
fore a great harp, playing on its strings with her little 
white fingers, and making a lovely, tinkling little tune. 

“Oh,” said the young lady, in the sweetest kind of 
voice, “I just know you are my Cousin Patsy’s children 
come to see me! Let me take off your caps and hats and see 
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A YOUNG LADY SAT BEFORE A GREAT HARP, MAKING A LOVELY, TINKLING LITTLE TUNE 


you better.” She looked to Angelica like a lovely picture. 

She removed their caps and hats so quickly and so deftly 
that not a lock or a curl was misplaced. Then she seated 
them on the low sofa and sat before them in a big armchair, 
with little Patsy on her lap, and talked and laughed and 
was so charming that even the boys loved her, and the girls 
adored her right away! 

A lovely lady, with long golden curls hanging about her 
rosy face, and a pink rose pinned just over her left ear. 
She wore a white dress, very simple, and there were no 
bracelets on her white arms, nor jewels in her ears or on 
her neck. Angelica deplored this, or would have done so, 
had she been less fascinated by Cousin Camilla’s beauty, 
which didn’t need such gewgaws to set it off. 

And to think this radiant girl would soon be an old maid 
—hopeless, “despiseable,”” as Mammy Clarissy said! For 
girls changed when they became old maids. Something, 
decided Angelica, had to be done, and soon, to save Cousin 
Camilla from this fate! 

“Patsy’s children—so sweet, aren’t they, Camilla?” 
beamed old Mrs. Breckinridge, who was fat and amiable, 
as she bustled in with two girls bearing trays—delectable 
trays, at the sight of which Tom and Jerry’s eyes sparkled 
disgracefully! A big pitcher of lemonade and a row of 
glasses were on one, a heaping plate of varied cake on 
the other. 

“They are very sweet,” agreed Cousin Camilla, prompt- 
ly, and began to pour lemonade and place napkins so that 
crumbs of pound cake and fruit cake and angel cake 
(Continued on page 33) 
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“ERE GOING TO HAVE OVER-NIGHT HIKES AND PARTIES AND EVERYTHING” 


EY THERE, Frosty,” shrieked Bingo Baxter 
from across the street, “going to scouts this 


after’ ?” 

Scatter, my best friend, and Guffin, my Airedale terrier, 
and I were headed downtown, but we paused for a moment 
on the sidewalk. 

“No, I’m not,” I yelled back. ‘Are you?” 

“Dumb question,” remarked Scat. “Can’t you see she’s 
wearing her scout suit?” 

“Sure I am,” Bingo shrieked in reply. “Come on with 
me, like good eggs.” 

Scat and I shook our heads and started on our way again, 
but Bingo was crossing the street to us and we stayed to 
hear what she had to say. 

That was the year that Scatter had just come to our town 
to live with her aunt, because her mother had died, and 
already she was my best friend. She had never been a Girl 
Scout, but I had, for the last four years, and I was sick of it. 

“Nothing doing,” I said firmly to Bingo. “I’m going to 
drop scouts this winter. We never do anything in that 





Scatter 


old troop and I’m sick of teaching knots to tenderfoots. 

I made up my mind to quit when I started to the Oak 

Tree to school and that’s that.” 

“But this isn’t the same troop, Frosty,”—Bingo got 
all excited and began to wave her arms. Guffin pricked 
up his ears and looked hopefully at her, thinking she 
might be going to throw a stick for him to fetch. “It’s 
an Oak Tree School troop, with Miss Mason, the new 
gym teacher, for Captain. Honestly, Frosty, it’s going 
to be just a corker. I don’t see why you didn’t hear about 
it before this.” 

Scatter had been bending over Guffin, twisting the 
hair between his eyes into an upstanding crest. Now she 
straightened up with a sudden gleam in her eye. 

“Miss Mason?” she inquired. “Did you really say 
Miss Mason, you ape?” 

“Yes, Miss Mason,” Bingo answered positively. “She’s 
the Captain and it’s going to be a troop of just upper 
school girls at the Oak Tree. And we’re going to have 
over-night hikes, and parties, and rallies and every- 
thing.” 

But Bingo failed to impress me. It sounded like a 
sugar-coated pill to me, and anyhow I had made up my 
mind and didn’t want to change it on Bingo Baxter’s 
say so, even for Miss Mason, who really was an old 
peach. But I reckoned without my red-headed Scatter. 

“Come on, Frosty,” she commanded, giving my arm 
a tug. “We’re going along with Bingo to find out what 
it’s all about. Anything that Miss Mason is engineering 
ought to be the very knobs.” 

And that was the beginning of Oak Leaf Troop Seven, 
of the Oakdale Council of Girl Scouts. For, of course, 
I went with Scatter and Bingo that day. When Scat gets 
surrounded with an idea, you might just as well give 
into her first as last. I hadn’t known her for very long 
at that time, but I had found out that much about her 
at any rate. 

There were sixteen of us that joined the troop that 
year, mostly freshmen and sophomores, two juniors who 
were the patrol leaders, and one senior who helped 
Cappy as lieutenant. Of course, Cappy didn’t have that 
name right away, but Captain Mason seemed awfully 
long and formal somehow, when everyone was so keen 
about her and all, and we soon followed Scatter’s lead 
and fell into the habit of calling her Cappy, which she 
liked all right. 

All of us girls that had come into Seven from the other 
troop were second class Girl Scouts, but Scatter wasn’t 
even a tenderfoot. However, none of us was terribly cer- 
tain of our second class work, and Cappy had us go 
over it again while we waited for Scatter to catch up 
with us. 

Well, Scat passed her tenderfoot test all right, and her 
second class work all came easy to her until she came to 
lighting her fire in the open with two matches, and there 
she stuck hard and fast. The dumb girl simply couldn’t 
seem to light a fire with two matches and have it go. We 
took turns trying to teach her in every kind of weather and 
with every kind of fuel, but it was hopeless. And in the 
meantime the rest of us began to work hard on our first 
class test, for Cappy was proclaiming a trip to Washington 
in the spring vacation for all the girls in the troop that had 
passed the first class test by then. 

Of course, I wanted Scat to be one of the girls to go on 
this trip, and I badgered her like something else about her 
fire lighting. And finally I spilled the beans completely. It 
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she remarked over her shoulder as she went 
in pursuit of the infuriated Scatter. And I 
don’t mind saying that Bingo and I felt 
about as big as a pair of thimbles. 

Cappy talked to Scatter for a long time, 

’ and at last they joined us walking arm and 
arm and laughing like loons. As they joined 
us I heard Cappy say, “It will be all right, 
Scat. I will fix it up with the Commissioner. 
She’s a friend of mine.” 

“Well, I’m afraid I’m hopeless, Cappy,” 
sighed Scatter in reply. “Ill just never be a 
fire lighter. You'll have to resign yourself to 
having a perpetual tenderfoot in your troop.” 

But I regarded Scatter thoughtfully. When 
she sounds as meek as that, it’s time to won- 
der what’s going on in her mind. 

The winter marched along briskly that 
year, and our Oak Leaf Troop was the best 

fun of all. Scatter had apparently given up 
all hope of ever passing her second 
class test and she drifted along 
with us, having a good time at the 
parties we pulled off and helping 
with the plans for raising money 
for the Washington trip. Cappy 
had ordered us to leave her alone 
on the subject of the second class 
test, so we did, although when the 
time for the spring rally came 
around we girls in the Red Wing 
patrol thought it was pretty tough 
not to have everyone in our patrol 
second class. Particularly as the 
number of second class Girl Scouts 
in a troop always counts in the scor- 
ing of the rally. 

Up till that year rallies had 
never meant much in any of our 
young lives. Our troop had always 
gone to them, but we never seemed 
to do anything when we got there. 


“COME, FROSTY,” COMMANDED SCATTER, GIVING MY ARM A TUG, “WE'RE GOING ALONG WITH BINGO” In fact I had always thought them 


was at our meeting and Scat had been frigging around 
with a lot of oak leaves for kindling. Any dumbbell ought 
to know that oak leaves are no good for that, and I told 
her so. 

“You make me sick,” I said. “If you can’t light a fire 
for your own sake, I should think you’d at least think 
enough about the Oak Tree to get second class before the 
rally. It’s bound to count against us if you don’t.” 

Scatter flushed crimson to the roots of her hair, and 
Bingo piped up and finished the job I had begun. 

“T don’t think you’re half trying, Scatter,” she remarked. 
“Any nuthatch can light a fire if they really try.” 

Bingo Baxter is not famous for her tact. 

Scat stood at bay before us like a cornered animal. 
There were tears in her eyes and I was sorry I had said 
what I did about the Oak Tree and all. I started to tell 
her so, but she gave the pile of twigs she had been working 
at a kick that sent them flying, and stalked off across the 
playground toward home without saying a single word. 
Cappy had seen what had happened and started after her. 
“I think you girls have carried this just a bit too far,” 


awfully dumb affairs. But this year 
it was different. We were out to win for the Oak Tree, and 
how we did work. We were determined to show the coun- 
cil just how much a school like the Oak Tree can do for 
a troop. 

Also there was another school troop in town, the Kings- 
land. It would be competing in the rally, too, and we were 
all agog to beat it, of course. The Oak Tree doesn’t play 
outside games with other schools in basketball or hockey. 
We have Green and Brown teams and play among our- 
selves, which is mighty exciting and loads of fun. But just 
the same we were keen to show Kingsland that our Oak 
Tree had it all over them like a tent. 

The competitive events for the rally were announced a 
month beforehand and were as follows: Morse code sig- 
naling, an obstacle relay race (variety not stated), knot 
tying race (groans when this part of the program was an- 
nounced), a dodge ball tournament, and a fire lighting 
competition. 

And besides the competitions there were nine of us in 
our troop that were looking forward to receiving first class 
badges when the awards were given out. We were hopeful. 
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At the risk of stirring Scatter up again I tried to talk to 
her some more about passing off her tests. I honestly hated 
the thought of going to Washington without her, although 
it didn’t seem to cost her a qualm to have me go. 

“Frosty, you ape,” she answered me. “It’s no use your 
talking to me. I’m a happy little tenderfoot. So just leave 
me be.” 

She grinned cheerfully at me and she made me mad. 

“Well, if you don’t care enough about the Oak Tree to 
get second class before the rally,” I retorted, “I should 
think you’d at least want to try to get to Washington 
with us.” 

She flushed. My heart sank and I was afraid I had set 
off more fireworks, for Scat adores the Oak Tree with a 
passion that is second only to her worship of her old In- 
vincible neckerchief. 

But her flush turned to a giggle and she bent over to 
whack old Guffin on his shoulder, before leaving us at our 
front gate. 

“Good night, old fellow,” she said. “You and I will be 
the mascots for the Oak Tree Troop and we'll -be sure to 
make ’em win. What do you say? Be sure to bring him to 
the rally, Frosty. He’s bound to bring us luck.” 

But Cappy said she couldn’t cope with that idea, and she 
made me promise to lock him up on the day of the rally. 
Which I did, and we all gathered at the Oak Tree ready 
to march to the Armory without our potent mascot. 

We looked mighty swank that day, I don’t mind saying. 
Every girl in perfect uniform, wearing green and- brown 
neckerchiefs. And every girl but one with the green tre- 
foil of a second class Girl Scout upon her left sleeve. That 
one felt no shame, however, for she took her place in the 
Red Wing Patrol with a happy grin on her face, her long 
red braid for once tied neatly back with a bit of inex- 
pensive black ribbon. 

Cappy regarded us 
critically and checked us 
off on her list. Bingo was 
going to send Morse code 
to the Patrol Leader of 
the Beaver Patrol, and 
her signal flag was tuck- 
ed under her arm. The 
Red Wing Patrol was to 
be the obstacle relay 
team, and the Beaver 
Patrol was going in for 
knot tying. The whole 
troop would play dodge 
ball, and Esther Colby, 
our Red Wing Patrol 
Leader, was to do the 
fire-lighting stunt. Every- 
one present, and all set 
to go. 

But Cappy didn’t give 
us the word to start. She 
called Scatter to her from 
the ranks. Scat stepped 
up front, grinning like a 
sculpin. Cappy looked 
most rebuffing. 

“Light a fire,’ she 
commanded in a stern 
tone of voice. It sounded so unlike our nice docile Cappy. 

The rest of us shuddered. Cappy on the war path at last, 
and Scat grinning like an idiot. 

“Fifty feet from any building and too early in the year 
for a fire permit,” she recited briskly. ““Have I two matches 
forthcoming, Cappy?” This time Scatter looked serious. 

The matches forthcame from Cappy’s pocket, and Scat- 





SHE GAVE THE PILE OF TWIGS A VICIOUS KICK THAT SENT THEM FLYING 


ter detached her scout knife from her belt. Wood appeared 
as if by magic from nowhere, and in a very few moments a 
cheery little blaze was crackling at our feet. 

“No Girl Scout ever leaves a fire until it is out.” Scat- 
ter had learned her lesson well this time, for she stepped 
heavily upon every spark before turning to Cappy with her 
left arm stuck out suggestively. Cappy laughed. 

“All right, old girl,” she said, and then and there upon 
the spot we had a second class investiture. So when we 
finally set out for the Armory, every girl in Oak Leaf, 
Troop Seven, was wearing a second ciass badge on her 
left sleeve. 

“You poor fish,” I said to Scatter as we walked along, 
“why didn’t you tell us you had learned to light a fire?” 

“You are all so unsympathetic, my Frosty,” she an- 
swered. “How can any poor girl light a fire with you and 
Bingo and everyone else poking fun at her? Tell me that, 
you ape.” 

“Imagine knowing,” I replied. “But I do think you 
might have performed the feat long enough ago, so that 
you could pass your first class test in time to go to Washing- 
ton. It’s too late now.” 

“That would have been nice, wouldn’t it,” Scat mur- 
mured in a bored tone of voice and we let it go at that. 

Well, that rally was a corker, honestly. Slews of people 
from the Oak Tree came to see us uphold the honor of the 
school. Even Janey, our principal, was parked in a prom- 
inent place in the balcony. Her official name is Miss Jane 
Madison, but to us she’s Janey, for she’s a good old sport. 

Of course, the rally started with the proper ceremonies, 
and we lined up for inspection with the other nine troops 
of the town, including the discarded one that we had out- 
grown. Kingsland School Troop is Number Eight and so 
stood next to us for the opening. It was a bigger troop than 
ours, all of thirty-two 
girls, I guess, wearing 
king’s blue ties and corn 
flower crests. Very good 
looking although not to 
be compared with our 
Oak Leaf green and 
brown. 

Just after inspection, 
in the solemn hush which 
precedes the summoning 
of the color guard, there 
was a fearful commotion 
beside the door at the 
far side of the hall. We 
all craned our necks to 
see what was going on, 
and you can imagine my 
horror when I saw old 
Guffin come _ bursting 
through the crowd on the 
dead run, yelping blue 
murder, my young broth- 
er Jack chasing after 
him, his face as red as a 
beet. Scatter began to 
laugh, but I whistled as 
loud as I could and the 
two lads loped over to 
our troop. 

“T tried to take him to walk,” puffed Jack, “but he got 
away from me.” Old Guffin was careening around with joy. 

“Well, you can take him over there and sit down with 
him. Only hang on to his collar this time.” Cappy sounded 
stern, but we knew she was trying very hard not to laugh. 

“Go on, Guffin,” I told him, and he went with Jack like 

(Continued on page 37) 
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“HA, HA, HA!” LAUGH THE GHOSTS, POINTING TO 
OUR SODA FOUNTAIN LUNCHES, OUR HIGH HEELS, 
AND OUR MISUSE OF OUR ELECTRIC LIGHTS 


When Ghosts Laugh 


rior and wise because you live 

in the twentieth century, dig up 
some old books and read what people did in olden days 
when they were sick. Such queer remedies as they pre- 
scribed for themselves and for each other! A learned man 
of ancient Rome advised anyone who wanted to escape 
malaria to wear tied around his neck the longest tooth of 
a black dog. How the malarial mosquitoes must have danced 
with glee when they heard him say this! Kissing a mule’s 
nose for a cold was another remedy of the Romans who 
lived a thousand years ago. And they had such a friendly, 
neighborly cure for a fever. They cut the patient’s finger 
nails and stuck the nail parings to a neighbor’s door. This 
transferred the fever from the patient to the man next door, 
so they thought. 

Certain vegetables seem to have had magic power. An 
old English remedy for jaundice was to hang a carrot in 
the cellar. When the carrot dried the jaundice would disap- 
pear. No more than seventy-five years ago, people were 
sticking onions full of cloves, and hanging them in their 
windows for protection against cholera. 

Toothache is one of the oldest and most prescribed-for 
ills. The Romans touched the aching tooth with a hollow 
chicken bone, or carried about a mole’s tooth. Deer’s horn 
burnt to a powder was a popular remedy in the Middle 
Ages; also powdered dogs’ teeth. When such cures failed, 
the aching member was yanked out. This was done in some 
cases by a doctor, but often by the local barber or by a 
traveling tooth-drawer. 

Eye troubles were treated for centuries with a plant 
called eyebright. The reason for this prescription was sim- 
ple. A black speck on the flower looked like the pupil of 
an eye. 

Only the very rich could afford some of the medicines 
used in the Middle Ages. One was powder made from 
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By GENEVIEVE FOX 


Egyptian mummies. This was pre- 
scribed for many ills. “Powdered 
Unicorn’s Horn”, which was really 
powdered ivory, was another expensive cure. This sold 
heavily among kings and others who had enemies because 
it was supposed to destroy the effects of any poison that 
was slipped into food or drink. 

Laugh at these cures if you will and at the people who 
were silly enough to take them seriously. But don’t be too 
sure that the ghosts of these early ancestors of ours aren’t 
laughing at you and me. Perhaps they are talking about 
us somewhat like this: 

“Look at these people. They have learned such a lot 
since our time. They have discovered germs, vitamins, 
calories, ultra-violet rays, X-rays and a whole long list of 
important sounding terms. They have libraries of books 
on how to keep well and how to get well. Yet, in spite of 
all they know, they do just about as silly things as we did.” 

What are some of the things we do that would make the 
ghosts of our ancestors laugh? First of all, they might 
laugh over the way we go about giving each other cold 
germs. We know that colds cause people to lose more time 
from school and work than any other sickness, and that 
they pave the way for a train of other and worse ills. Yet 
we go coughing and sneezing about, spreading trouble as 
we go. The old Romans who tried to pass on the fever to 
their neighbors by sticking finger nail parings on the doors 
were certainly less dangerous than a cougher or sneezer 
who doesn’t bother to smother his cough and sneeze in a 
handkerchief. Let loose in a crowded schoolroom or on a 
street car, one careless person with a cold can do a great 
deal of harm. And could anything be much sillier than the 
way some of us neglect colds until we must go to bed ? 

If there is one subject we think we know a great deal 
about today, it is what we should eat. We can balance our 
(Continued on page 32) 








Brenda Putnam, 


CHUNK of clay. A mysterious 
shape. A_ long-eared rabbit. 
“When I grow up,” said 
twelve-year-old Brenda Putnam, “I 
shall be a sculptor.” 

No one laughed. No one said, 
“Brenda! How very ridiculous!” Her 
mother examined the little clay rabbit 
which Brenda had modeled that day 
in school, and complimented the ab- 
surd tail. Her father showed his 
pleasure in a more concrete way: he 
bought clay and tools for his ambitious 
daughter and he gave her as a work- 
shop his own very private den. A wise 
father was Herbert Putnam, Librarian 
of Congress, in Washington. 

For the rabbit was, beyond a doubt, 
alive. Holding it high before the mod- 
eling class, Brenda’s teacher had said 
so. Revolving it in his fingers, Mr. 
Putnam had said so. Brenda suspected 
it. Maybe, in a moment or two, it 
would leap, a brown-white blur, into the greenery, find 
another jack-rabbit with the same pointed ears, the same 
stubby tail, the same deep fur, and come back—never. 

The rabbit was only a start. He was followed, in clay, 
by a menagerie—alley-cats, pigs, a pet dog, and a golli- 
wog. Every little figure meant more clay “pinchings” on 
the floor of Brenda’s “studio,” more cooperation from Mr. 
and Mrs. Putnam, and more determination, on Brenda’s 
part, to be a sculptor. 

Today her models are many. Her large, sky-lit studio is 
in New York City. Her determination, rewarded by prize 
after prize, honor after honor, is still that hard bright 
thing which started her on her career. Her Sundial Figure 





MISS PUTNAM HAS DONE CHARMING PORTRAIT BUSTS OF CHILDREN 


By VIRGINIA MOORE 
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Sculptor 


won the Barnett Prize at the National 
Academy of Design and the Widener 
Gold Medal at the Pennsylvania 
Academy of Fine Arts. Her Peter and 
the Rabbits won the Avery Prize at 
the Architecture League. Her memo- 
rial to Anne Simon stands, full-sized 
and winged, in the Rock Creek Ceme- 
tery, Washington. She executed the 
bust of Harriet Beecher Stowe which 
stands, nobly, in the Hall of Fame at 
New York University. She did a bas- 
relief of William Dean Howells for 
the American Academy of Arts and 
Letters. 

“But these so-called ‘honors’ are of 
no importance,” Brenda Putnam in- 
sisted, and I had to agree. Success in 
sculpturing is measured, solely, in 
terms of beauty. 

Beauty . . . beauty of form. ... 
Again and again, in her models of 
plastiline or clay, Brenda Putnam 
achieves a physical and a spiritual beauty. The combina- 
tion, and nothing else, makes for great sculpture. But the 
spiritual significance which renders Rodin’s The Thinker 
an-enduring piece of work and Brenda Putnam’s Portrait 
Bust of a Young Girl a praiseworthy example of modern 
sculpture comes only after long years of plugging away 
at fundamentals of this most difficult art-—human anatomy, 
drapery, mass, proportion. 

Brenda Putnam’s apprenticeship was not short and it 
was not easy. “Five expensive years,” she said, with a 
shake of her Italian bob. “And I wouldn’t have any girl 
who wishes to be a sculptor—or any other kind of artist 
—forget them. If you wish to become an artist, you must 
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take time for train- 
ing, and that costs 
money.” She stud- 
ied a year in Bos- 
ton under Bela 
Pratt. She worked 
two winters in New 
York under James 
Earl Fraser of the 
New York Art Stu- 
dents’ League. One 
valuable summer 
she was a student 
of Charles Grafly, 
preeminent in por- 
trait sculpture. 

“Good sculptur- 
ing,” said Brenda 
Putnam, “depends 
on so much more 
than inspiration.” 
The brick red of 
her velvet sports 
dress was less de- 
fiant than her voice. 
And the body from 
which it issued was 
so small! Her eyes 
were black and 
large and spark- 
ling. 

“There are many 
mechanical consid- 
erations, First, 
there’s the armature 
—a delicate frame- 
work, difficult to 
make, which goes 
into the too-malle- 
able modeling clay. 
There is the plaster 
cast. Each material 
has very special 
limitations which must be kept in mind. Marble, for in- 
stance, is brittle. That is why Michelangelo said that 
a marble statue should be so solidly constructed that no 
projection could break off if the thing were rolled down 
hill! When I’m working for marble, I think marble. When 
’ I’m working for bronze, I think bronze.” 

Present-day sculptors have the good fortune to work in 
plastiline or clay, their original figures being converted 
into marble or bronze by a modern machine which measures 
and cuts and reconstructs. But Brenda Putnam is not sure 
that this is a case of good fortune. Her instinct, she says, 
is to work first-hand in the marble. No doubt she envies 
Praxiteles, one of the great Greek sculptors of the Golden 
Age who, like all his fellow Greeks, cut and hammered 
and chiseled the marble just as it came, naked, from the 
quarries. The thrill of conquering, beautifully, a resistant 
marble slab! 

“Some things are made too easy for us these days,” 
said Miss Putnam. And then she laughed, as she always 
laughs at the tail end of her gravity. 

“But what I said is true. A great deal of menial work 
goes with inspiration, if the inspiration is worth a scratch. 
Harold Bauer, the musician, says, ‘Don’t count on inspira- 
tion.” That’s right—don’t count on it. Why, sometimes I 
feel like shouting with Charles Grafly, ‘I’m no sculptor, 
I’m a bricklayer.’ ” 

Brenda Putnam, a bricklayer, Brenda Putnam who 
plays her own grand piano with almost professional power, 





THE SCULPTOR’S THREE-DAY-OLD NEPHEW IS, PERHAPS, THE YOUNGEST BABY IN MARBLE 


who draws rare 
pictures in black 
and white for a 
child’s version of 
Pilgrim’s Progress! 
But I understood 
her point. She was 
thinking of the 
many, many hours 
of patient, persis- 
tent manual labor 
which must go into 
the making of a 
beautiful piece of 
sculpture. Without 
that labor, thesculp- 
ture is impossible. 
Manual labor fol- 
lows inevitably up- 
on inspiration if the 
sculptor is to real- 
ize his dreams in 
visible form. 

“Come,” said this 
paradoxical person, 
“and look at my 
babies.” 

We walked down 
three steps to the 
workshop. I went 
a little fearfully. 
Babies in plaster, I 
thought, would be 
wholly without ap- 
peal. But these were 
cuddlesome. The 
famous little Sun- 
dial Figure, riding 
a sea-horse, had 
wild hair and in- 
nocence and creases 
in his fat neck and 
a rambunctious big 
toe. The little Peter was all wonder and baby-delight. A 
fawn was just escaping from a garden with an armful of 
stolen flowers. Over here was a droll little fellow not yet 
a year old. Over there was a portrait of Master Desmond 
O’Hara, Miss Putnam’s three-day-old nephew. He is, 
apparently, the youngest human being who ever went into 
marble. 

“TI shall never have enough of them,” she exclaimed, in- 
cluding them all in a sudden gesture. “I like to create them. 
I enjoy arranging them in exhibitions, especially outdoor 
exhibitions where I may place my fountains in lovely open 
spaces or where my nymphs may peek out from the bushes. 
And I enjoy selling them, too—because aside from the fact 
that I earn my living in this way, I like to think that people 
really are enjoying them. 

“Sometimes I think that I should like to give all my time 
to my own work here in my studio. Yet I enjoy teaching my 
classes, too, especially when my students are truly appre- 
ciative of beauty. 

“Most women sculptors are weak in technique,” went on 
Miss Putnam when we were again ensconced in our com- 
fortable seats before the fire. “But it is not entirely our 
fault. As yet, we don’t have the same opportunity as men. 
After a man has learned to model the nude figure in a 
school of sculpture, he can go into the studio of some great 
sculptor. He serves, in other words, his apprenticeship. He 
is like a medieval apprentice who is hired out to a medieval 

(Continued on page 43) 








MANUELA, T 


JUNE 23RD 


EAR AMy RuTH: 
I’ve been home a week. And I’m still going round 
in circles. The ranch is more wonderful than ever! 

All the time I’ve been at school, down underneath, 
my thoughts have been of the range. Coming home, as 
I got nearer our station I began to get shakier and shak- 
ier. Suppose it should look different when I got back! It 
seemed to me it would kill me if that were to happen. 

I glanced out of the window as the train came to a halt. 
There stood old Sanchez’s pinto colt with his reins thrown 
over his head on the ground, and Ramon on his palomino 
mincing over to the station. He always meets the late after- 
noon train dressed in all his finery. And I can tell you it’s 
some finery! There’s more silver on his horse’s outfit than 
on any other around here. 

My spirits rose at these two sights, and when I stepped 
down the car stairs into Dad’s arms, I knew everything 
was all right. No changes had taken place on the ranch. 

The ride home was glorious. The hills are gorgeous and 
the plains as much so. You'll think I’m 
daffy the way I rave—but just wait until 
you get here and see if you don’t do it, too. 

Manuela flew out to the corral when she 
heard the car. You may object to the descrip- 
tion when you see Manuela. She’s almost the 
biggest darling you ever saw. But she can 
cover the ground rather rapidly in an emer- 
gency. She’s been cook at the ranch house 
ever since I was a baby. She became so ex- 
cited she lost all her English. If I’d thought 
about it I’d have said my Spanish had 
slipped out of my mind, but I was babbling 
away in straight Mexican immediately, for 
you really ought not by rights to dignify our 
native language by calling it Spanish. I 
doubt if a, true Castilian 
could understand us. It did 
seem fine to be someone’s 
“paloma” again. And what 
a supper we did have! Man- 
uela simply outdid herself 
in preparing a feast. There 
were, of course, chile con 
carne, tamales, and ence- 
llas. I have already made 
you acquainted with a mild 



















WHEN I FELL INTO DAD’S ARMS, I 


18 










Nancy Starts 


It began with some Lone Girl Scouts, an 


and an experiment, and it ended with 


By 
JEAN 
HENRY 
LARGE 


HE BIGGEST DARLING YOU EVER SAW, 


LUZ Plow FLEW OUT TO THE CORRAL 10 MEET THE CAR 


variety of them. And then the empanadas! We even had 
tortillas. Manuela must have been preparing for my com- 
ing for days. 

The boys came whooping in in the early evening. They 
are at work on the other side of the range. They were so 
funny. I don’t know what they thought might have hap- 
pened to me. Anyway they were as awkward as though I 
were a strange girl. They were all fussed up, too. It took 
pretty much a half hour for everyone to thaw out and then 
it was a scramble to see who could get the center of the 
stage to tell what he thought was the most interesting bit 
of range news. 

The next morning my own Pal rode over to see me. Of 
course she’s really Mrs. Maxwell, but she’s so tiny and 
young and pretty, and has played about with me, and put 
up with all my nonsense before I went to school, so that I 
began calling her Pal long ago. You'll just adore her when 
you know her. 

You know it was she who thought about taking up Lone 
Girl Scouting this summer. Last year I wrote her every 
week about our Girl Scout troop. She not only heard about 
the activities of our Live Oak Troop, but also knew 
all about the doings of our Little Acorn Patrol. 

Of course you know that the Lone Scout idea is 
based on the Girl Scout plan. The chief difference 
is that the Lone Girl Scout lives away from other 
girls of her age. But she is able to take up many of 
the activities of the Girl Scout by receiving counsel 
through correspondence with a leader at headquar- 
ters. This leader keeps the girl informed of the work 
of the Lone Girl Scouts, and often brings about 
contacts for her with other girls of her own age who 
happen to have like interests. So the Lone Girl 
Scout is not only able to enjoy her immediate sur- 
roundings more than before but also she can add 
many other outside interests. 

If I begin having our range 
girls doing Lone Girl Scouting 
right away it ought to be well 

‘ started by the time our patrol gets 
) here, since it will be nearly two 

months before you arrive. All of 
you keep your eyes and ears open 
for anything that will lead to an 
unusual idea for my Lone Girl 
Scouts and let me know about it. 
Love to all the Acorn Patrol 


T ae Be td 
KNEW IT WAS ALL RIGHT NANCY 
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Things Going 


unexpected gift of twelve white rats 


an interest in gardens at the ranches 


Jury 1571 


Dear Amy RUTH: 

We are really started. The Lone Girl Scouts, I mean! 
I've three groups working—if one can call one lone child 
a group! I’ve been so busy I haven’t had a chance to write 
you until now. 

The last day of school for the Francisquito and Lagunito 
School Districts was, as usual, turned into a party at the 
Francisquito schoolhouse. The schoolhouse is only ten 
miles from the ranch, so of course Pal and I rode over for 
the festivities. It gave us a chance to tell the children about 
the Girl Scouts. There are only five girls who attend the 
schools, and three of them are sisters. The eldest is about 
thirteen years old, and there is about eighteen months dif- 
ference between each two. They are Spanish and have the 
most adorable names. Encarnacion is the eldest, the middle 
one is called Asuncion, and the youngest—I was going to 
write the baby, but there are younger ones at home— 
Refugia. 

Then there is Molly. Molly’s people are Irish. She is 
round-faced, rosy, and as wholesome as can be. She is 
eleven. She lives quite a distance from the three Ricos, and 
I wondered how we would keep her going during the sum- 
mer, but such luck! Her grandmother lives at her house. 
She is the most whimsical little Irish woman. She is 
rather frail and does little of the work of the house, so ap- 
parently has time to be a real companion to Molly. Molly 
ran for Granny very shortly after we began talking of 
Girl Scouting. She is quite a find. Her eyes twinkled 
with interest. At once I felt certain she must see fairies 
at night! 

Emily is the fifth child. She is fifteen and not very bright. 
She is going to be our problem. I think she would like to 
be interested, but she is a little slow in becoming interested 
in anything. And I wondered if we could put a glimmer of 
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Illustrations 


by 
Ethel 


Plummer 





THE PINTO COLT STOOD WITH REINS THROWN 
OVER HIS HEAD AND WHINNIED A WELCOME 


pleasure into her life with Girl Scouting. Molly and Emily 
attend the Lagunito school and are sort of lonely there. 

My main idea this first day was to get the girls inter- 
ested and give them a little start. And everything had to 
be planned for them to carry on alone. 

I had with me five bunches of rather heavy wrapping 
paper. I showed the children how to cut large sheets, 
fold the paper over very evenly and so form the leaves 
of a large book. By taking a heavy needle and either 
very coarse thread or small twine, the sheets can be sewn 
together, down the center of each, making as you see, a 
loose-leaved book. 

We’ve begun an experiment with white rats—but I'll 
tell you about that later. 

Love, 
NANCY 


Avucust 10TH 


Dear Amy RUTH: 

We've all been so busy with our white rats that cor- 
respondence has suffered. You’ve probably been surprised 
at the short notes you’ve been getting from me lately. 
Rut I shall make up for all of them in this letter. 

I think I mentioned to you that Jessie sent me some 
white rats. She has a great idea, I'll 
state right here. It seems that one 
day Jessie visited the laboratory where 
food values were being tested on white 
rats. White rats straightway became 
her obsession. She took home three of 
them to try out her own theories of 
feeding. Then the idea came to her that 
if she were making interesting experi- 
ments, the Lone Girl Scouts might 
have problems which they would like 
to try to solve, too. Now that was a far 
more brilliant idea than she could have 
imagined. 

Out here on the range our eating is 
very sketchy. We mostly eat whatever 
is on hand at the time. The diet is 
varied by an occasional feast. If we’ve 
grown a lot of potatoes or beans, the 
poorer quality stays home and becomes 
our main food until it is gone. If you 
have a dairy of any kind, then there is 
milk for home use. But with most of 
us back in the hills we run the dairy 
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LAST WEEK MOLLY'S LIP 
TREMBLED WHEN WE LOOKED 
AT HER WEENY. “HE LOOKS 
“A THINNER EVERY DAY,” SHE 
SIGHED. “AND JUST SEE THAT 
SLEEK HONKEY DOREY!” 








only while the grass is green. We 
haven’t enough water to keep fields of 
alfalfa, so that very shortly after the 
hills become brown, the stock is 
turned out to graze on the distant 
parts of the ranch. Of course, that 
is one of the things which surprises 
our eastern visitors so. The vegetation looks dry and 
parched, and yet when we turn our stock out to pasture, 
they simply thrive. In our part of the country there is 
much more strength in the plants after the seeds have 
matured than when the grass looks succulent and green. 
The cows, however, do go dry very shortly after they have 
lost their green feed. One by one they are turned back into 
the hills, and the work in the dairy gradually ceases. 

Even before we had alfalfa, Dad always kept a couple 
of cows through the summer for home use. They were a 
great nuisance, and had to be petted along and speciallv 
fed all summer. There always had to be some one home to 
milk them at a specific time, and if they had grazed to the 
far end of the pasture, to bring them in. Wouldn’t you 
think a cow would want to come in milking time? Well, our 
western ones never even consider that point. I wonder 
if all cows take on steady habits as reluctantly as ours do? 

On the small ranches there is always the feeling that 
no one can be spared for this special chore at just the same 
time each day. They know the family can get along without 
the milk, for a can of milk can be used to sweeten the coffee, 
and to make bread and an occasional cake. But I wish 
everybody would realize the far greater food value of fresh 
milk. It certainly never pays to economize on real milk. 

Emily’s family are the least scientific about eating. 
Fortunately, they practically always run a dairy 
and make that delectable Monterey cheese, so 
at least they have milk. 

The Ricos, being Spanish-Mexican, prob- 
ably live the best of the three families. They 
have their own garden and plenty of fresh 
vegetables and fruit to have all their meals, 
you see. The garden covers only a small piece 
of land, but the women-folk pretend that it is 
necessary to do real plowing. 

The Ricos always plant some chilis and 
lettuce in their garden. (If only all the range 
people would use lettuce!) Then they always 
plant several lines of peas, cauliflower and 
cabbages. It is really a splendid home garden. 

By doing much cultivating the Ricos are 
able to keep their garden going much later than 
one would think possible, for our ground does 
get frightfully dry in the summer. But it is 
amazing how plants will continue to 
grow, if you have got them well started 
while the ground is wet, and if you 
keep the soil loosely pulverized about 
their roots. They manage this by hav- 
ing every Rico child hoe part of the 





garden every single day in the season. You should see them! 

The Ricos usually manage to have a cow or two which 
they are milking. Of course, at this house there always 
seems to be a child which is little more than a baby. Then 
Mrs. Rico, who really seems to enjoy outdoor activities as 
much as I do, is able to milk if no man is at the ranch to 
do it for her. 

The Ricos, you see, have all the fundamental foods for 
proper diet—the substantial part of meals and milk and 
vegetables; the Brices have only milk and cheese; and the 
Morans occasionally have milk and sometimes vegetables. 
In the long run we all eat what tastes good with whatever 
is the easiest to get. And that’s where we learned a lot from 
feeding white rats. 

Jessie sent us twelve of them in all! I straightway fol- 
lowed Jessie’s advice and made three little cages for the 
ones I am keeping for myself. Then I made three for Emily. 
I did not know how clever she would be about putting 
things together. I’m not so handy myself, but when the 
boys saw me pottering about, they soon drifted from criticiz- 
ing into doing most of the work. So I decided to get as 
much done as possible while there was plenty of help. 

I left three of the rats with Emily. I explained to her how 
interesting it would be to see how feeding the mice quite 
different diets would affect their growing. At first I don’t 
think she was much interested in the feeding proposition. 
However, she did promise me that she would give the rat 
in cage Number One only a basic diet—a little meat, potato 
with a little salt and butter on it, a bit of sugar, and some of 
the grain from the chickens’ feed. He was to have as much 
as he wanted of this basic food. Rat Number Two was to 
have green vegetables added to the other food for his diet. 
Rat Number Three fared the best of all with all the milk 
and greens that he wanted to go with the basic diet. The 
cages of the rats were to be kept fresh and clean with good 
water in each cage. 

I left three of the white rats with Molly, and three with 
the Ricos. The sisters were delighted. They had new pets 
and new things to do. They are simply bubbling with spirits 
anyway. 

I don’t believe I wrote that most of the white rats are 
of one family, and all are the same age—about six weeks 
old. They are the same size and look full grown. 

Jessie’s white rats have been a cause of great distress to 
all of us. For the most part, I’m not sure that any of us has 

(Continued on page 41) 
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THE BOYS WERE AS AWKWARD AS THOUGH I WERE A STRANGE GIRL 
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THE LENGTH OF THE SUIT COAT IS IMPORTANT TO THE SHORT GIRL 


Costume from Best and Company, New York 


AVING said with some definiteness last month that 

this was a good year to be tall, I can’t very well turn 

around now and pretend that 1930 styles were espe- 
cially designed for short girls. But this does not mean that 
you short girls won’t be able to buy yourselves twenty be- 
coming new wardrobes if you want to. 

In general, the most important thing for the little girl 
to remember about her clothes is that they must not sub- 
merge her. All details should be scaled to her size. Otherwise 
she looks ridiculous and weighed down like a small child in 
her mother’s clothes. 

She can, on the other hand, wear little details which are 
entirely lost in the costume of the big girl. And she can 
often affect those debonair bits and accessories which 
make a big girl look like a kittenish colt. 

Anything which breaks up the costume, especially belts 
or crosswise trimmings, should be avoided by the girl who 
wants to look as tall as possible. One-piece dresses are 
excellent. Very long skirts should be worn with discretion. 
Big hats are of doubtful value. Long coats are usually 
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By HAZEL RAWSON CADES 
Good Looks Editor, Woman's Home Companion 


Illustration by Katherine Shane Bushnell 


better than short ones. Suits should’ be chosen carefully, 
with the jackets cut short enough not to divide the figure 
exactly in two. Some of the new Eton suits are becoming, 
and a suit coat that comes down to the hips is better than 
a finger-tip length. 

Since about every young girl thinks she must have a 
spring suit, I have elected to show one this month which I 
think is as good choice as any for the small girl. It is 
slightly fitted and single-breasted. You will find that the 
double-breasted styles broaden the figure and automatically 
make you look shorter in proportion. 

Don’t, I beg of you, wear a fox scarf if you are very short. 
A marten skin or a four-in-hand of flat fur is much better, 
or even a fabric scarf. Don’t wear a hat with much brim 
or a deeply turned-down brim. It cuts off height and makes 
you look short-necked. Berets are popular this year and are 
usually very good for you short ones. 

Choose plain opera pumps with medium heels—very 
high heels are out of proportion to your height. Plain slip- 
on gloves are correct. The handkerchief linen blouse illus- 
trated is very smart, and, as you'll see, has conservative 

frills. Big jabots or wide collars are poor choices for the 

girl who is short. 

The suit illustrated is of black and white mixture 
which is practical and chic. Little girls, however, need 
not be held down in color choice, and there are some 
charming suitings this year in lighter shades which you 
can well wear. Soft grayed greens and blues are good 
looking and quite in line with the vogue in summer 
clothes for grayed pastels. 

The small prints in silk and lawn are nice for short 
girls. Just be careful not to choose styles with deep 
berthas and lots of floating draperies and godets. Cap 
and puff sleeves are becoming to small people and the 
little capes and boleros are all right. Half-length or 
full-length capes, however, are not so good. 

Avoid the very long, full-skirted, party dress if you 
are extremely short. Also avoid the big-flowered 
chiffons. Plain fabrics are much better. 

The pert ridiculous shorts which are being shown in 
bathing suits are, of course, designed for the not-too-talls. 
You can’t quite imagine a five-foot-ten in them. The loose 
long trousers and overalls are better for tall girls but 
may be worn by short ones if they—the trousers—are 
not too bulky. Snug jerseys with cap sleeves are usually 
more becoming to little people. The wide coarse straw 
shade hats for the beach must be considered carefully 
by those who are below normal height. 

In one thing you little ones have it all over the big 
ones, and that’s in the matter of footwear. All those ador- 
able sandals of woven straw and gayly figured cotton, 
all these gay wooden espadrilles to wear on the beach, 
all these pale-colored linen and suede pumps and slippers 
to go with summer frocks—matched up this year to pocket 
books and hats—certainly one can’t tackle these if one 
has big feet. Here’s where you little girls with size four- 
and-a-half have your innings. I must confess, also, that 
you are the only ones who, it seems to me, can be really 
graceful in light-colored golf shoes, bare legs or socks. 

(Continued on page 43) 





By EDNA 
CLARK DAVIS 


The H 


HERE wasn’t much time to worry 

and ponder over the strange dis- 

appearance of the book, for there 
was so much else to be done. Robin, 
dashing down the stairs two at a time, 
collided with her twin and nearly tipped 
over on herself the contents of the bucket 
he was carrying. Quite a splash of water 
did spatter to the floor, but Rob with the 
agility born of long practice stepped nim- 
bly aside and shook a doubled up fist 
under Bob’s chin. 

“T’ll need the shower bath after our 
morning’s work end not before, thank 
you,” she teased, tossing a cake of soap 
up in the air and catching it dexterously. 
“Mother says that room is like a coal 
bin. And she seems to think I’d be a perfect coal heaver!” 

“Indeed it is. We can never attempt to clean it all to- 
day,” Mrs. Adair declared emphatically as she unbolted 
the octagon room door and hurried on in to roll up the 
shade of the one huge window, so that all the sun possible 
could pour inside. “I’m glad we have a fine sunny day. It 
always seems so much more cheerful, especially when we 
have to tackle a task like this. Bob, the fastening of this 
window is broken, and we must see about having it re- 
paired.” 

“Oh, here comes Tony up the front walk,” called Allison 
from the living room in a tone of intense interest. ““What- 
ever is that thing he’s lugging under his arm?” 

Rob and Bob made a simultaneous dash to open the 
door, but Allison beat them to it. Sure enough, Tony’s 
beaming blond face appeared as he thrust a cautious head 
around the door frame. 

“Need a handy man around here to do any odd jobs?” 
he inquired briskly as he hastened forward to say ‘good 
morning’ to Mrs. Adair who came out to see what all the 
commotion was about. “I won’t be a nuisance, honestly,” 
he added ingeniously, “for I've come prepared to work.” 
And before their astonished eyes he slammed down a small 
folding step ladder at Allison’s feet, and to Mrs. Adair’s 
unconcealed amusement produced with celerity from his 
pocket a cake of yellow soap and a business-like looking 
scrubbing brush. “I wield a wicked mop,” he assured her 
calmly. “Please, may I stay and help? I do hope you'll let 
me.” 

His tone was so wheedling that Mrs. Adair laughed out- 
right as she surveyed the tall lad who towered above her. 
Evidently Tony meant what he said, for he was wearing an 
old pair of overalls that had seen better days, and un- 
doubtedly he had come prepared to pitch in and work; so 
she gave her consent willingly. 

“Indeed you may,” she assured him quickly, “and I 
think it was very kind and neighborly of you.” 

“I thought the ladder might come in handy,” Tony ex- 
plained in an aside to Mrs. Adair, “for reaching the top 
shelves of books. Then Bob and I could hand the volumes 
down for you and the girls to dust and clean while we wash 
the shelves.” 

“You do understand about housecleaning,” Mrs. Adair 
congratulated him gaily, “and I think we'll have to make 
you Major General and let you take command. That ladder 
is exactly what we need. Come right on in, Tony. Did you 
ever see such a dirty, disreputable place in your life?” 

“But what an interesting room,” Tony responded with 


a long-drawn breath of enthusiasm as he looked with a 











ouse with the 


collector’s eye and a scientific interest. 

It was an interesting room and an odd 
one, too, for as its name implied, it was 
eight sided, and seven of its eight sides 
were bookshelves. These extended from 
floor to high ceiling, with a narrow panel- 
ing carved in oak leaves and acorns, at 
each angle to separate and outline the 
shelves. The one large window which 
formed the eighth side of this unusual 
library, reached the entire height of the 
bookshelves, but in spite of the sun that 
flooded in and shone in streamers of 
golden light across the dusty floor, the 
place was very gloomy. 

“Let’s start at the top,’ Rob suggested 
as she darted curiously about, reading the 
front pages and titles of the volumes. “Mercy me, will 
soap and water ever make this clean? It’s hopeless now.” 

“Elbow grease will work wonders,” volunteered Tony 
with a grin as he jerked forward the ladder. 

“Suppose we start at the door, and work our way about 
the room by degrees,” suggested Robin. ‘Shall we, 
Mummy ?” 

“Why, yes, that will be as good a plan as any. Then 
we'll take the bookshelves on each side of the window to- 
day. I think that will be about all we can manage.” 

It certainly was dirty work. Allison and Robin tackled 
the lowest shelves while the two boys went to work at the 
top, passing down the books in armfuls to Mrs. Adair for 
inspection and dusting, and in half an hour’s time they 
were all the color of blackamoors. 

Suddenly Bob gave a hoot and pointed a derisive finger 
at Tony who was working away like a busy bee. 

“I hope you’re not taken in by this industrious lad, 
Mother,” he jeered as a sudden thought struck him, while 
Tony cast an inquiring glance over his shoulder. “Like 
Robin, he’s not seeking his reward in the virtuous feeling 
of a good deed well done. Tony has taken seriously Robin’s 
glowing visions of hidden chests of gold and caskets of 
gems. They both fully believe that the crown jewels of 
Russia are hidden somewhere in this house, plus the lost 
treasure of the Aztecs and all the original Captain Kidd 
booty.” 

“Oh, children, you surely are not taking to heart all your 
jokes about this old place, I hope,” put in Mrs. Adair, half 
laughing at the ridiculous idea, and yet worrying at the 
disappointment sure to be in store for them. 

Robin crawled out from behind the ladder where she had 
been crouched in as small a space as possible while she 
wiped the lower shelf which had at last been emptied, and 
with a sweep of black lashes, looked up toward her tor- 
menting twin. 

“If I can find a two dollar bill in a teapot,” she began 
warmly, but broke off with a giggle as Bob uttered a doleful 
groan. 

“That two dollar bill settled it for Rob,” he said sadly 
with a resigned shake of his head. “She’s never been the 
same since. I found her poking all over the old secretary 
yesterday, breathlessly waiting for a secret drawer contain- 
ing treasure to pop out before her eyes. Now, whatever is 
the matter with you, Allison? You’ve been staring into 
space with a far away look in your eyes for the last ten 
minutes. Tell us what you’re day dreaming about ?” 

Allison came to earth with a guilty start. To tell the 
truth, her thoughts had been wandering to her secret hiding 
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place in the old clock. She felt very important in her discovery. 

“Wouldn’t the twins be simply wild if they knew I had made a 
discovery,” she thought as she began dusting a pile of books with 
commendable zeal to mask her confusion. “Oh dear, wherever can 
that book have disappeared to anyway? It’s enough to drive any- 
one frantic the way things vanish in this house.” 

“Yes, come, fess up,” urged Tony briskly as he peered down from 
his lofty perch. “Why the pensive expression, the far-away look ?” 

“I was just thinking how silly Bob looked last night when he 
bolted into our room after the excitement,” responded Allison de- 
murely. “You should have seen him, Tony, with his hair on end, 
and his—” 

“Excitement ?” echoed Tony breathlessly, swinging around on the 
ladder. “What excitement?” Then in a whisper he murmured in 
Bob’s ear, “Have you told your mother about the—” : 

“Only about the cakes and our fright the first night, but I didn’t 
mention the cross-eyed man. You know, you can’t say much to women !”” 

Robin laid down her dust cloth and sat up, with both grimy hands 
clasping her knees. ‘Sure enough, Tony is our 
fourth detective, Mother, so we must tell him all 
about our midnight ramble through the family 
mansion. But it wasn’t exactly a quiet stroll.” 

She paused to give a reminiscent smile, and then, 
seeing Tony’s look of interest, hur- 
ried on. “You see, that awful moan- 
ing wail startled us all out of our 
dreams last night, and chilled our 


































For what bas 
happened so far 


in this story, see 


page fifty-five 


“Ww -WHATEVER?”” ROBIN EXCLAIMED BREATHLESSLY, WHILE THE 
OTHERS LOOKED ON IN ASTONISHMENT. AND SHE PULLED FORTH 
FROM BEHIND A ROW OF OLD, DUSTY BOOKS, A SMALL PLUSH BOX 
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bones, and the bagpipes wailed like a lost soul. If it keeps on 
I shall actually believe in ghosts.I’m getting weak-minded.” 

“Nonsense, Allison,” put in Mrs. Adair whisking around 
to glance keenly at her younger daughter’s face which cer- 
tainly was much paler than usual. “Still I'll confess,” she 
went on, “that the noise was blood-curdling, and I should 
not care to repeat our night’s experience. I don’t know 
how to explain it, or what it could have been. But I do 
know if it continues, we shall have to leave this house, for 
our nerves can never stand it. I don’t wonder the twins were 
frightened when they were here alone.” 

“Whatever do you suppose can cause it?” Tony in- 
quired eagerly, wrinkling his brows in thought. “Did you 
search the place thoroughly?” 

“Yes, we searched,” Bob replied, “even through the 
cellars and empty rooms; but there simply wasn’t any- 
thing or anyone to explain it.” 

“Your maid, Opal, says it’s a banshee, the villagers say 
it’s a haunt, and we say it’s a plagued nuisance,” Robin 
flashed out as she started unloading another shelf. 

“Oh, it’s probably Rob’s friend, the ghost of Captain 
Kidd, trying to tell her where his treasure lies concealed,” 
Bob teased with a wink at Tony, as he tried to change 
the conversation to a lighter vein, and chase away the 
worried little frown on his mother’s face. “Rubies would be 
such a striking contrast to my blue overalls.” He reached 
out his arm and gave a tug to Robin’s short black locks. 
“Say, Rob,” he demanded anxiously, “when are you going 
to be like little Jack Horner and stick in your thumb and 
pull out a few plums for your anxious, deserving family?” 

Robin laughed good naturedly. “Like this?” she in- 
quired with a saucy look at her brother 
as she held up a dirty thumb for his 
inspection, before pushing hand and 
all back on the shelf for more books. 
Then her merry expression changed 
to one of comical but 
complete bewilderment. 

“\V-whatever?” she 
began breathlessly, her 
voice trailing off into 
silence while the others 
looked on in astonish- 
ment. And she pulled 
forth from the back of 
the shelf, where it had 
been concealed by the 
row of books, a small 
plush box. 

It was covered with 
grime and a grayish 
white dust, while the 
plush covering was 
badly worn along the 
edges. But undoubtedly 
it was a jewel case, and 
as she opened it with 
impatient fingers, the 
group watching her re- 
mained speechless with 
surprise, for the sun- 
beams shone on some- 
thing that sparkled and 
shimmered inside. 

There was a moment 
of electric silence and 
then Tony let out a war 
whoop while the others 
crowded about eagerly to 
gaze with startled eyes 
at this unexpected find. 
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TONY'S LIPS YORMED 
A SOUNDLESS 
WHISTLE OF AMAZE- 
MENT AT WHAT HE 


SAW IN THE ROOM 


“Oh, oh, oh, whatever is it?” demanded Allison in 
a breathless staccato. “Isn’t it stunning? Just look!” 

“And big—oh, my,” squealed Robin, her eyes shining 
like stars and her cheeks scarlet with excitement. “Oh, 
Mummy, whatever do you suppose it can be? Do you think 
it could be a—a yellow diamond ?” 

“Oh, no, Robbie. It is nothing as valuable as a diamond. 
It looks to me like a very large topaz.” 

Tony stared hard at it while a puzzled expression 
dawned in his eyes. “I know what it is,” he burst forth 
so suddenly that they all jumped, as he leaned over Rob’s 
shoulder for a closer inspection. I’ve seen one just like 
it at a jewelry store. The man behind the counter told me 
that it was a cairngorm. He said it was the kind of brooch 
used by the Scotch Highlander as a shoulder pin to hold 
his plaid in place.” 

“Good for you, Tony. You go to the head of the class,” 
applauded Bob, giving his friend a resounding whack on 
the back. 

“Then isn’t it valuable enough to sell and make a lot 
of money?” demanded Allison with her face falling as she 
took the brooch carefully in her fingers to look at it more 
closely. 

“Well-l, it’s a semi-precious stone; a rock crystal or 
quartz variety I should think,” Tony informed them, his 
face lighting as he pranced off on his hobby. ‘“‘Amethysts 
are semi-precious too, and so are—” 

“Oh, I'd hate to sell it,’ Rob announced breathlessly, 
tearing her glance away from the brooch long enough to 
smile at Tony. “It looks exactly like frozen sunshine. 
Won't your mother and father be interested, Tony, and Mr. 
Bruce as well? I think we’d better tell 
him about it. Goodness knows what we 
may find next.” 

“Next?” groaned her twin clutching his 
hair in mock despair. ‘““Ye gods! Isn’t one 
jewel enough for you?” 

“I do wish our benevolent fairy hadn't 
gone abroad. I know he’d be interested in 
anything Scotch,” she rattled on, her 
cheeks glowing and her eyes dancing. 

Suddenly Allison raised her voice to 
attract attention. “Why doesn’t anyone tell 
us where those cakes and sandwiches went, 
and who or what does that midnight 
yowling, and—” 

But before anyone could answer, the 
library door swung open, framing the figure 
of a strange man. Robin opened her eyes 
with a startled squeal and tipped over back- 
ward, doubling up between the rungs of 
the step ladder like a jack-knife. 

“Pardon me, but is this Mrs. Adair’s 
residence ? I rang twice, but no one seemed 
to hear the bell, and as the door was partly 
open, I ventured to come in,” Allison heard 
the stranger say in a drawly English voice. 
Then Mrs. Adair went to meet him and 
they walked out on the porch. 

“Tt’s Algernon Livingston from the West,” 
Bob whispered as a few more sentences 
drifted through the half closed door. 
“You know, one of the nephews.” 

“Mummy is taking him out to see the view from the 
porch, to give us a chance to make our escape before he 
gets a view of us,” said Allison. “You boys duck out the 
back way, and we'll skip upstairs before he returns. 
Mother’ll probably ask him to lunch.” 

“You'll stay to lunch too, of course, Tony. Won’t you ?” 
Robin inquired. “Interesting things may develop at 
(Continued on page 49) 
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Salads 
or Warm 
Weather 


By 
WINIFRED MOSES 


CONCOCTING A COMBINATION SALAD AT TABLE, 
1ROM A PLATTER OF COOL, SLICED CUCUMBERS, 
TOMATOES AND WATERCRESS, SURROUNDING A 
BOWL OF DEVILLED EGGS, GARNISHED WITH GREEN 
ONIONS, ADDS TO THE INFORMALITY OF THE MEAL 


O YOU like raw vegetables ? If you do, you’re lucky; 
and if you don’t, try to learn. Because, generally 
speaking, no vegetable that can be eaten raw should 
be cooked. When you cook them, you generally lose much of 
their delicious flavor, their texture, and, most important of 
all, their food value. The day’s diet should contain at least 
one raw food. All of which indicates that salads should 
have an important place in at least one menu a day. 
The salad vegetables are practically all ready to eat, 
requiring only to be cleaned and dressed, which saves time 
and fuel. They provide crispness of texture, piquancy of 
flavor and a note of color, and they present certain food 
products in their most wholesome form. Moreover, the 
making of a salad gives a chance to exercise both imagina- 
tion and initiative in presenting new combinations. 
Salads may be divided into two classes—the dinner 
salad and the luncheon salad. The dinner salad, since it 
is one of many courses, should 
serve to introduce piquancy of 
flavor, crispness of texture and a 
note of color, rather than add to 
the caloric value of the meal. It 
is, therefore, small, and made of 
green, leafy vegetables such as 
lettuce, endive, chicory, romaine, 
watercress or cabbage, either 
alone or combined with such 
salad vegetables as tomatoes, 
cucumbers, celery or radishes, 
and dressed with plain French 
dressing or one of its many 


LUNCHEON MENU 


Combination Salad 
Sardine Sandwich 
on Toast 
Iced Cocoa 
Caramel Custard 


Cream of Asparagus Soup 


variations. The same type of salad is also at home in the 
luncheon when it is one of many other and heavier courses. 

But when the salad is to form the main or heaviest course 
of the meal, as it may for luncheon or supper, especially 
during the hot, summer months when we seem to demand 
cooler foods than in winter, it is much larger than the din- 
ner salad, and is arranged on a larger plate. All sorts of 
cooked vegetables, meat and fish, may be combined with 
the salad greens, and mayonnaise as well as French dress- 
ing may be used. In short, the luncheon salad, combined 
with bread in some form, may constitute almost a meal in 
itself and a well-balanced one at that. 

At this point, I must introduce one or two important 
points that should be observed in the making of a salad. 

1. All leafy salad materials, such as lettuce, should be 
cleaned as soon as they come from the green grocers, and 
either wrapped in a clean damp cloth or put in a covered 
container, preferably of glass, enamel, or porcelain, 
and kept in the refrigerator. In an electric or gas 
refrigerator, a little moisture should be kept in the 
bottom of the container, This insures crisp salads and 
avoids waste and soaking in cold water for recrisping. 
If the salad greens are already wilted when they arrive 
from the grocers, they should be soaked in cold water 
before they are put away in the refrigerator. 

2. All salads (with one or two exceptions) should be 
served cold on cold plates. 

3. In making salads of cooked vegetables, meat or 
fish, the pieces should be cut in uniform sizes, neither 
too large nor too small, to make the dish attractive. 

(Continued on page 39) 






AY, in some ways, is like Janu- 

ary. You begin to think about 
making new resolutions, and cleaning 
house all over again, and keeping your 
new spring clothes fresh and clean 
through the summer, and keeping your 
body in its best condition, now that 
warm weather is here. Winter colds and 
shivers have gone for many months, 
and brand new human beings bloom and 
thrive with the first of May. We spend 
the month of May out-of-doors in 
games, and play, and—if we’re Girl 
Scouts—in rallies and May Days of 
the widest and most fascinating variety. 
The Girl Scouts of Columbus, Ohio, 
had as their spring Court of Awards, a 
May Day Play Day, last year. And 
every Girl Scout troop will be inter- 
ested in this description, sent to us by 


Jane Mollencop and Catherine Pfen- 
ning, of Columbus. 
“Each troop had been practicing 


knots, signaling and relays of all kinds 
for this big occasion, many weeks be- 
fore. 

“All of us Girl Scouts and our parents 
and friends met at the Park in the after- 


THAT THE CARE OF BABIES—HOW 
TO KEEP THEM CLEAN AND 
HEALTHY—IS A JOLLY TASK CAN 
READILY BE SEEN FROM THE DE- 
LIGHTED LOOK ON THIS BROOK- 
LYN, NEW YORK, GIRL SCOUT’S FACE 





WHEN MAY DAY USHERS IN FAIR 
WEATHER, GIRL SCOUTS EVERY- 
WHERE GO OUT INTO THE WOODS 
TO ANSWER ROBIN HOOD’S ARCH- 
ERY CALL AS THESE NEW BED- 
FORD, MASSACHUSETTS, GIRLS DO 





noon to celebrate. We had inter-troop 
contests, a suitcase relay, which was 
very exciting and funny, compass, sig- 
naling and rope stretcher relays and 
games. 

“The crowning feature of the 
was the Court of Awards. This had 
been planned for the evening, but due 
to darkening clouds and fear of rain, 
it was held before supper in the beauti- 
ful open-air theater. The Chairman of 
the Court of Awards, Mrs. C. B. 
Hoover, awarded the badges. Each girl 
received hers in a small corsage, the 
badges representing the leaves and 
bright colored candies, the flowers. 

“Picnic suppers were eaten by the 
girls, their families and friends. Food 
was cooked and coffee made over the 
open fireplaces all over the grounds. 

“We then gathered around the thea- 
ter, sang camp songs and were enter- 
tained by several troops. After a 
glorious time our May Day Play Day 
ended with a goodnight circle, taps and 
its echo.” 


day 


May Day in Cambridge 
And the dances of the nations 


And here’s May Day in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts, as described by Minerva 
E. Cutler. 

“One of those days when you feel 
rather like the Good Fairy—longing to 
stretch your arms wide to life; a broad, 
green field with the sun beating glo- 


Girl ae Greet 


riously down, the sky warmly blue, 
and the clear air rich in fragrance— 

“On such a day, Cambridge Girl 
Scouts held their May Day, and the 
field became alive with Girl Scouts in 
uniform, and girls in gay costumes, and 
spectators in light colored dresses. By 
two o'clock, all had found their places, 
and at the first strains of the orchestra, 
the Procession moved across the field, 
escorting the lovely Queen of the May 
to her throne. There were the Maids 
of Honor, diminutive flower girls, pages, 
and attendants of all sorts; then came 
girls in the costumes of every country, 
ready to participate in the dances. 
Round about them all capered a small 
jester in cap and bells, doing her best 
to upset the dignity of the stately 
march. 

“This lovely sight was the result of 
much planning, quite a lot of fun, and 
some hard work. The Queen was chosen 
by the vote of delegates from each 
troop. Each delegate was the choice of 
her troop for Queen, and it was inter- 
esting to note that the girls, though 
they wanted a lovely Queen, also wanted 
one whose beauty was not only external. 
The Queen chosen, the other delegates 
became Maids of Honor. Every troop 
prepared a folk dance of some country, 
and made the costumes that they 
needed, rehearsing their part of the pro- 
gram individually. With one final group 
rehearsal, where everything went per- 
fectly, the exquisite result was achieved. 



























































the May 


“The Queen took her seat upon the 
throne, and the Maids of Honor estab- 
lished themselves about her. The Cam- 
bridge Commissioner, Mrs. H. M. 
Shreve, crowned the Queen of the May 
—and the dance was on. First of all 
the Maypole was wound, and there fol- 
lowed the dances of seventeen nations, 
all simple, but very effective with the 
bright-hued costumes. Holland, France, 
America, with the minuet, Hungary, 
Germany, Poland, beautifully executed 
by Settlement House children, Sweden, 
Ireland with its famous jigs—and still 
others whirled before the delighted 
audience. 

“The modern girl forgot for an after- 
noon the importance of brick sidewalks, 
and the movies, and felt only the joy 
of being alive, of being able to express 
the warmth and happiness in her heart 
by joining in the ageless ceremony of 
rejoicing at the return of May. 

“When all the dancers had danced 
their joy, for the Queen to see, the 
Royal One led her subjects back across 
the field, with the jester still in irre- 
pressible spirits, and the dignity of the 
line not a whit impaired. The audience 
dispersed, each taking away a treasured 
picture, always to be remembered, full of 
color and sunlight and pleasant sounds. 
“We think your town would like it, 
too.” 


You Can Bank on Health 
If you have a Bank of Health 


In order to enjoy rallies and May 
Day parties, you've got to feel your 
very fittest for the festivities. And 
here’s one way to stay healthy! You 
may have heard of the Girl Scout Bank 
of Health in Springfield, Massachusetts. 


DANCING ON THE GREEN IS ONE OF THE MANY PLEASANT WAYS IN WHICH THESE JACKSON, MICHIGAN, GIRL SCOUTS CELEBRATE MAY DAY 


Their health campaign is both original 
and stimulating. And if you haven't 
heard about it, you should. For it’s 





other competent people, an interesting 
and workable program was prepared. 
During the following three weeks the 





ideas like these that achieve worth- new project was discussed in the troops 
while results. 
The Spring- 
field, Massa- 
chusetts, Girl Our Star 


Scouts planned 
a health cam- 
paign to be car- 
ried on in all 
the troops of 
the city. They 
considered the 
following 
points: the 
campaign 
should be a 
game which 
should be pre- 
sented with 
such enthusi- 
asm that all of 
the girls would 
want to enter; 
the game should 
run for a defi- 
nite period, 
three months 
being decided 
upon to include 
the possibility 
of the Girl 
Scout Health 
Winner merit 
badge; the girls 
themselves 
should shoulder 
the responsibil- 
ity by appoint- 
ing three girls 
from each troop 
to function as a 
Troop Health 
Committee. 


So, with the cooperation of the Girl 
Scout National 
ment, members of the public school 
physical educational department, and 








Reporter 


The best news report of the month 
about Girl Scout activities is pub- ‘ 5 ail 
lished in this space each month. How <“<———— al 
you can be a star reporter for your — r 
own magazine and win a prize was 
explained fully in February, 1930 





UR STAR Reporter for this month is Janis Tusten 
Horton, Oak Troop No. 5, Middletown, New York, 
who tells about the girls’ work with little children. 


“Ever since Girl Scouting has been established in Middle- 
town, it has been the custom for one of the Girl Scout troops 
to go to the day nursery during Christmas week and give 
the children an entertainment, and distribute gifts. This 
year the President of the Nursery Board told us that the 
institution would rank first in the State for administration 
if the children could only have kindergarten instruction such 
as we had been giving that afternoon. We recognized this as 
a fine opportunity to do community service. 


“In order better to prepare ourselves, we got one of the 
kindergarten teachers from the public schools to give us an 
afternoon’s demonstration of suitable games and songs for 
children of younger than kindergarten age. 


“Our first visit to the nursery occurred on the fourteenth 
of February. Twelve eager children awaited us, sitting up 
very straight in their chairs, and they had been sitting that 
way for twenty minutes, Mrs. Brown, the matron, told us. 
In order to get a little acquainted with them, we had them 
sit in a circle and got them to sing the ‘Good Morning’ song 
By this time the children felt less shy and to start the game 
period, we played ‘Hot Cross Buns,’ then ‘Ring-around-of- 
Roses’ and ‘Once there was a lassie.’ Before we left, they sang 
the ‘Good Morning’ song again. We told them to sing it to 
‘Brownie’ (as they called the natron) the next morning. As 
we left one little fellow cried out, ‘Come again, lady.’” 





Educational 


Depart- 


(Continued on page 47) 








and newspaper publicity was obtained. 
So with the girls eager for the project 
and the parents and general public in 
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WHITEFISH, MONTANA, GIRL SCOUTS 


HEARTY YEOMEN CAR- 
RIED THE BEAUTIFUL 
CANOPY TO PROTECT 
THE QUEEN AND THE 
LORD MAYOR IN THE 
SHEBOYGAN, WISCON- 
SIN, MAY DAY FESTIVAL 
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THESE PROVIDENCE, RHODE IS- 
LAND, GIRL SCOUTS BROUGHT 
BACK THE DAYS “WHEN 
KNIGHTHOOD WAS IN FLOWER” 
IN A PICTURESQUE PAGEANT 
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MOCASOX 





cushion 
your active feet! 


Come on girls! Let’s put more ease 
and comfort in each step — let's 
make the “going” easier! Wear— 


MOCASOX 


—a sport Anklet exclusively made 
for Girl Scouts —for hiking — 
tennis and every in and outdoor 
sport. 

Smartly styled to match the 
Official uniform with Trefoyle 
pattern in the cuff. Made in two 
qualities— 


Wool and Rayon — 75¢ the pair 
Mercerized — 50¢ the pair 
Sized from 7 to 10% 

Order your MOC-A-SOX by mail from 
the National Girl Scout Equipment De- 
partment, 670 Lexington Avenue, New 
York City—or thru an authorized depart- 
ment store agency in your community. 


HERBERT HOSIERY MILLS, INC. 
93 Worth St., NewYork City 
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When Ghosts Lau gh 


(Continued from page 15) 
meals, we can count our calories. We 
know the a b c’s of our vitamins. Corned 
beef and cabbage are not just corned 
beef and cabbage to us. Yet hear those 
ghosts laughing at the way we eat: 

“Ha! Ha! We over-ate sometimes, but 
at least we did not make ourselves sick 
by dieting to keep thin.” 

“What does an ice cream soda amount 
to as a noon meal? Looks to me like a 
mighty slim lunch.” 

“Think of having all the kinds of vege- 
tables and fruits people have nowadays 
even in winter time. Yet they don’t seem 
to half appreciate them.” 

Don’t we deserve comments like this? 
In these days of rapid transit and re- 
frigerated cars, there isn’t much excuse 
for not eating plenty of the fruit and 
vegetables and milk to keep us well, 
whether it is July or December. 

In the old days false teeth were com- 
mon among those who lived to middle 
age. An ill-fitting set was one of George 
Washington’s afflictions for years. Pre- 
ventive dentistry was little practiced a 
hundred years or so ago. Dentists pulled 
teeth instead of filling them. 

“Today we know better,” you say. 

“Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!” Yes, that’s a 
ghost laughing again. ‘““What’s the use of 
a toothbrush to that girl who leaves hers 
hanging unused on a hook for a day or 
two at a time? What good are those 
spotless dental clinics and those expert 
dentists to boys and girls who don’t go 
near a dentist until they are half crazy 
with toothache—until it’s too late?” 

A few months ago electric lights held 
their fiftieth birthday. They have turned 
night into day for us all. But ghosts 
from candle light days laugh as well as 
wonder at our many modern inventions. 





“Twentieth century folks are letting 
those bright lights steal too much sleep 
from them,” they say. 

Or—"They seem to have much trou- 
ble with their eyes in spite of those 
wonderful lights.” 

Of what use are modern inventions 
if we do not know how to use them? 
Those of us who read too far away from 
the light, or sit with the light shining over 
the right shoulder are not making the 
most of twentieth century advantages. 

Superstitions and old wives’ tales did 
not die with the Middle Ages. They 
still endure. People warn us about the 
awful consequences of eating milk and 
cherries together. Yet dieticians tell us 
that the feud between acid fruits and 
milk is a myth. 

We laugh at the medicines people 
used to take. When a ghost happens to 
drop in at a corner drug store, he has 
a chance to laugh back. People come in 
and buy dangerous drugs in the form 
of headache powders because a news- 
paper advertisement recommended them. 
Then there are thousands of girls who 
think that they can buy beauty in a 
box—the advertisement said so. 

“What those girls need to make them 
beautiful is more soap, water and fresh 
air and sleep,” says a wise old ghost 
from behind the toilet goods counter. 

The shoe store is another place where 
ghosts must have many a laugh. They 
see girls buying spike-heeled shoes, think- 
ing such footwear makes their feet look 
beautiful. Then, these same girls come 
back in a few years with thick legs. 
“Guess the fools didn’t all die when we 
did,” I distinctly heard a shoe store 
ghost say. 

Maybe, after all, the laugh is on us 
instead of on the people of other days. 


The Magic Circle 


(Continued from page 27) 
finally very small ones to fit beneath 
water glasses. Scalloped embroidered 
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edges on dainty colored linen circular 
doilies will make a very attractive tea 
or luncheon set to use on many occasions. 
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At last the solution to the mystery of “The House with the Cross-eyed Windows” — 
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Courtin g 


Cousin Camilla 


(Continued from page 11) 
wouldn’t be sprinkled on laps—just as 
Mammy Clarissy would have done, only 
without any fuss. Cousin Camilla was 
charming. And such a deplorable fate 
awaiting her, if nobody took steps! 
Angelica decided, while drinking her 
lemonade and eating her cake that, 
if nobody else did anything, she would 
take steps herself! 

Cousin Camilla herself accompanied 
them to the carriage, and shook hands 
with Uncle Edinboro, and told him he 
must bring them over to see her again 
very soon. 

“But won’t you come to stay some 
with us, Cousin Camilla?” chorused The 
Children. 

Cousin Camilla smiled and nodded, 
and grew slightly rosier. “Oh, yes. Some- 
time I'll come to stay awhile.” 

“Don’t you know,” explained Angelica, 
patiently, when the carriage rolled away, 
“that a young lady can’t come to stay 
in our house while Grandmother is away, 
‘cause Father is a widower, and it would 
make gossip? Mammy Clarissy said it 
would, and she knows.” 

“Oh, shucks!” exclaimed the twins, 
“that’s all foolishness, ain’t it, Uncle 
Edinboro?” 

“I wish,” said Uncle Edinboro, cryp- 
tically, “that the doctor had time to 
court, that I does!” 

“Time to court!” The words acted 
upon Angelica like a battle cry on a 
war-horse! The doctor had so many 
patients he had no time to court—and 
he was a widower. Angelica saw clearly 
her Cousin Camilla saved! 

She knew just how gentlemen went 
about such things, having read a good 
many books on the subject, for the 
library was large. The gentleman sent 
store-bought candy, and the lady re- 
plied by giving him the rose she wore 
in her hair. Then they wrote letters to 
each other. And when it came to létters, 
there was a little old book without a 
story in it, but useful in such cases, 
called The Complete Letter Writer. 

Cheap John, whose pennies were so 
round and so large, kept a sweety shop 
in the village, where for small outlay 
one might buy sugar plums and candy 
canes sufficient, Mammy Clarissy said, 
to make the whole plantation sick. 

Here Angelica went, accompanied by 
Narcissa. She bought two bits worth of 
assorted sugar plums and a peppermint 
tane, which Cheap John—who wore large 
gold hoops in his ears, and talked broken 
English—obligingly cut into small sec- 
tions. One of these Angelica gave Nar- 
cissa, with orders to say nothing about 
it to The Children. 

She found a little box which was old, 
but smelled sweet, in the bottom drawer 
of the sideboard and filled it with the 
candy. Then she wrote, in her best script, 
on a square of blue foolscap: “From 
Father to Cousin Camilla,” and lay it 
carefully on top of the candy. 

“T think, Father,” she announced, 
casually to her parent, “I’d better call 

(Continued on page 34) 
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Negus 


From wallflower 
to butterfly 


in one short summer 


Mary Wheeler was just a very usual 
sort of girl. Nice enough—even rather 
pretty—but really not very exciting. 

She went to girls’ parties mostly, ex- 
cept for an occasional dance to which 
her brother would take her when his 
girl was away. And those never were 
much fun—she rarely danced even 
half the dances. 

But, rather quickly last summer, a 
change came over Mary. When she 
turned up at parties (which she did, 
with increasing frequency), she was 
gay and sparkling. And the men be- 
gan gathering about her and showing 
her a wonderful time. 

Nobody asked Mary what had hap- 
pened. And perhaps even Mary her- 
self wasn’t fully aware that the sports 
she had just that summer taken up so 
seriously were responsible for her new 
vivacity and charm. 

A fresh, clear complexion; assurance; 
energy; a gay, happy, normal frame of 
mind—these are some of the things 
sports will give you. 

So go in for them—regularly. And be 


This smart oxford at 
the left comes in white 
with colored trimming. 
The athletic’ shoe at 
the right comes in sun- 
tan trimmed with tan 
or in white trimmed 
with black or colors to 
match gym uniforms. 


sure you wear the right clothes. Loose, 
roomy, sleeveless frocks for tennis; 
well-cut shorts or bloomers for basket- 
ball and hockey; and for every sport— 
proper shoes. 

For, in sports, footwork is all-impor- 
tant. It means poise, sureness, speed. 

Keds are built especially to help 
you excel in sports—all kinds of sports. 
They are pliable, so your feet have per- 
fect freedom. They are porous, so there 
is plenty of breathing space. And 
they’re designed so as to give the foot 
snug, firm protection. 

You'll find Keds at all the best shoe 
dealers’ from $1 to $4 a pair. Ask for 
Keds by name. They are not Keds 
unless the name “Keds” is on the shoe. 


Keds 
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Be sure to read the thrilling final installment—in next month’s issue 





34 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


May, 1930 








One lucky shot 


to the BASELINE... 





put me into 


al HEN our school announced a 


tennis tournament our coach 
urged me to go in. My first few 
matches were fairly easy, and as we 
got closer to the finals I began to get 
excited. When I got into my semi- 
final bracket I felt I simply had to 
win, 
“The girl against me had a strong 
forehand stroke that put the ball just 
where she wanted it. But I noticed 
she was weak on backhanders. 
“We each had a set, and we were 
playing the deciding game in the third 
set. I got in one deep, lucky shot 
almost to her baseline, and then went 
up to the net. She returned the shot 


¢ 





THE VANTAGE A special tennis 


shoe designed by leading tennis players. Uppers are 


of a new type white mercerized duck. Smokrepe 
sole with special toecap. Sponge cushion heels. 





the finals” 


and I slammed it back where she had 
to try a backhand to touch it. Right 
there luck took me into the finals.” 


Whether you’re camping, hiking, 

boating or . .. PLAYING 

TENNIS —You’ll Have More 
Fun in Hoods! 


Hoods are shaped to give your feet 
free action without pinching or buck- 
ling. Sturdy canvas uppers and a 
special narrow shank give support for 
ankles and arches. Hood seams are on 
the outside to prevent chafing or 
blistering. Several of the better grade 
Hoods have a thick sponge cushion 
heel that prevents heel bruises. Hoods 
are made with Smokrepe, Tire Tread 
and Moulded pattern soles that give 
you a firm grip on the ground and 
stand the hardest sort of wear. It 
pays to buy the better grade Hoods 
which wear longer, look better and 
give you greater satisfaction. 


HOOD RUBBER COMPANY, Inc. 


Watertown, Massachusetts 


Look for the Hood Arrow 





Write Hood Rubber Company, Inc., Water- 
town, Massachusetts, for the Hood Book 
on Indoor and Outdoor Sports 
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Have A More & Funé® Win JiHloods 








HOOD MAKES CANVAS SHOES - RUBBER FOOTWEAR - TIRES 
RUBBER SOLES AND HEELS - RUBBER FLOOR TILING 
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Courting 
Cousin Camilla 


(Continued from page 33) 
again on Cousin Camilla. There is some- 
thing—some business I have with her, 
so I won't take The Children.” 

“H’'m,” the doctor glanced at Angelica 
with speculative eyes, “isn’t it rather 
early? You were just over there.” 

Angelica calmly reiterated that it was 
a matter of business. So she went! Also 
The Children, though howling, stayed 
at home. 

When, at the end of her short visit, 
she slipped the box into Cousin Camilla’s 
hand, without comment or explanation, 
that young lady kissed her, beaming. 
“Thank you, honey—I know it is some- 
thing nice,” she whispered, and Angelica 
murmured that Father hoped so! 

Mrs. Breckinridge and Cousin Camilla 
came soon afterwards, finding, by a 
stroke of luck, the doctor at home. He 
stared at Cousin Camilla in what 
Angelica considered a very ungenteel 
manner—she was watching them closely. 

But when Mrs. Breckinridge said, as 
they left, “Tom, do come over and see 
your old neighbors once in a coon’s age,” 
he replied at once that he would. 

“T think,” said Angelica, after a week 
during which her father did not fail to 
go out after supper, “Father must have 
some mumps or smallpox or something 
on his hands. He never stays home 
evenings.” 

And Mammy Clarissy, to whom she 
spoke, uttered weightily, ‘Mumps, fiddle- 
sticks! Smallpox, humph!” 

Cousin Camilla gave Angelica her rose 
—the pink rose she always seemed to 
wear tucked in above her left ear—at 
the next visit that maiden made. How 
was Cousin Camilla to know that the 
rose, neatly wrapped in tissue paper, 
with a slip of blue foolscap bearing the 
legend, “From Cousin Camilla to Fath- 
er,” written neatly in red pencil, would 
be laid on Dr. Cary’s desk that evening? 
And, though Angelica watched, the doctor 
made no sign. 

“After that some real courting comes,” 
thought Angelica. “I must look up the 
letter writer and find me one.” 

She did, and copied fairly, with only 
a few blots, it read thus: 


Honoured Madam: 

I cannot trust my tongue to tell you 
that I feel for you a most ardent 
and honourable affection, nay, dearest 
Madam, that I burn for you with the 
unquenchable flame of the Arrow of 
Love, who aimed for my heart and 
found it through the shafts cast from 
your eyes of Heaven's serenest hue. 
Dearest one, may I offer my Heart 
and Hand, with some assurance that 
you will look kindly upon my suit? 

Hoping for a reply at earliest oppor- 
tunity, I am 

Your Obt..Servt. & True Lover, 

Thomas Cary, M. D. 


On her next visit to the Breckinridge 
plantation, this epistle was slipped to 
Cousin Camilla by a small and trembling 
little hand that was very cold and fright- 
ened, for Angelica felt guilty and nervous. 

(Continued on page 36) 





Watch for the new serial, “The Fork in the Road”— 
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AS A GIFT 


Get both without cost or ob- 
ligation. Distribution Starts 
May 1—at Kodak Dealers’ 








Girls ! 


Is your 12th Birthday 
in 1930 ? 


Then Accept this Special Anniversary 
Camera and Roll of Kodak Film 













A Gift of 500,000 Cameras 


to the Girls and Boys of America 
in Commemoration of the 50th Anniversary of Kodak 


With the compliments of George Eastman, 
Chairman of the Board of the Eastman Kodak Company 


GIRLS! 


If your twelfth birthday falls in any month 
of 1930 go toan authorized Kodak dealer’s 
and accept the camera illustrated on this 
page—complete with one roll of Kodak 
Film. Pay nothing. Buy nothing. It is a gift. 
The gift is made with the compliments 
of George Eastman, Chairman of the Board 
of the Eastman Kodak Company, to the 
girls and boys of America, in celebration 
of the 50th Anniversary of Kodak. 
Beginning May 1 

Beginning on May 1, 1930, Five Hundred 
Thousand cameras are to be given to girls 
and boys who reach the age of twelve this 
year. 

Simply go with your mother, father or 
guardian to an authorized Kodak dealer’s, 
on or after May 1, and get the camera, 
complete with one roll of Kodak Film. 

Just Remember 
. You must be accompanied by your 
mother, father or guardian when you 
go to get the camera. 
2. No cameras will be distributed before 
May 1, or after May 31, 1930. 
3. None after the supply of 500,000 is 
exhausted. 


ra 


C 


Do not criticize your dealer if you delay 
until his supply is gone. 


Why the Gift is Made 


THE GIFT IS MADE FOR TWO 
REASONS: 
To heighten interest in ama- 
teur photography among girls 
and boys, even beyond its pres- 
ent remarkably high peak. 
And as a token of apprecia- 
tion to the parents and grandparents of 
today, who as amateur picture-takers have 
played so important a part in the devel- 
opment of photography and of the Eastman 
Kodak Company. 
It will let girls and boys see what fun it is 
to make pictures with their own cameras. 
Any girl or boy of your age can find 
hundreds of subjects, from everyday 
life and nature, that would be an 
adventure to snap. Your pets, your family, 
your friends, scenes from the woods, moun- 
tains or seashore, wherever you hike or ride, 
or go on vacation, or camp. What sport to 
make pictures of these! What fun to look 
at the pictures afterwards! 
The illustration on this page shows the 
kind of pictures you can make with the 
Anniversary Camera and Kodak Film. 


Get the Camera Early 


The Anniversary Cameras will be at au- 
thorized Kodak dealers’, ready to give 
out, on May 1, 1930. 








Typical picture, actual size, 244 x 3% inches, 
taken with the Anniversary Camera and Kodak Film, 


Go with your parent or guardian to any of 
these stores. Get your camera. No red 
tape. No delay. No cost. It is free. 


The gift-giving period begins on May 1 
and will extend into the month of May, 
1930, only as long as the supply of 500,000 
cameras hoids out. To avoid disappoint- 
ment, get one of these cameras early. 


Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester,N.Y. 





‘I hope every Girl Scout 
who is eligible will apply 
for this generous gift.’* 







Taking pictures with 
the Eastman Anniver- 
sary Camera will add so 
much to the pleasures 
of Girl Scouting that I 
hope every Girl Scout 
who is eligible will apply 
for this generous gift. 
aa Seroan knady 
Chairman, Board of Directors, 
Girl Scouts, Inc. 








By your favorite Edith Ballinger Price—coming in June 
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For Health— 
For Energy— 
For Pep—Eat 


Pore Sweets! 








OU Girl Scouts all know that 

what you eat today has an 
influence in your development 
toward healthful, glorious woman- 
hood. Then why not make purity 
and quality your standards in 
foods just as you do loyalty and 
patriotism in your Girl Scout life? 


It’s easy when you come to sweets. 
TEMTOR Preserves are now 
known the country over as the 
“guaranteed preserves”. They are 
guaranteed for purity and quality 
—and a guarantee label is on every 
jar! 

TEMTORS are the purest form of 
sweets known. The choicest selected 
fruits and berries and pure sugar. Made 
just right, they are the acme of good- 
ness. They give you energy—vitality— 
pep! 


, 





BUY THIS ASSORTMENT 
By the Case (1 doz. jars) 


| 2Peach 2 Raspberry 
| 2 Strawberry 2 Damson Plum 


2 Pineapple 2 Blackberry 
(Large 28 oz. Jars) 
This assortment in case, $6.00 
_ 











TEMTORS make delicious sandwiches 
—and you can use them in many dainty, 
tempting combinations for quickly and 
easily made desserts. 


Handsome recipe book sent free 


Address: Preserves & Honey, Inc. 
Dept. AG, 646 Dean St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


There’s an Authorized 
TEMTOR Dealer Near you 





PRESERVES 








Courting 


Cousin Camilla 


(Continued from page 34) 

“Thank goodness, that’s over! Now 
she'll surely answer it by mail,” thought 
the Lady-of-the-House, with a relieved 
sigh, as she drove away behind the 
horses, and forgot to watch their harness 
entirely, so abstracted had she become. 

She watched the mail carefully, but 
saw no envelope mailed in the village; 
neither did a messenger come from the 
Breckinridge place, bearing a missive. 
The letter book must be appealed to! 

Angelica, after long search, wrote: 


Honoured Sir: 

In reply to your letter of recent date, 
I will say that I, too, have felt in a 
measure the sting of Love’s Dart 
(pardon my blushes) and that I have 
made Enquiries and found you to be 
all that a true woman’s heart could de- 
sire—indeed that you are Honour- 
able, Pious, and Temperate, with a 
fair share of this world’s goods, though 
I beg you to know that I am above 
being Mercenary. If you will call at 
an early date, be sure that you will 
find me with an answer—one not un- 
favourable! 

Your Friend and Well Wisher, 

Miss Camilla Lightfoot. 


An emboldened and rather desperate 
Angelica delivered this in person—she 
must be sure it did not go astray. 
“Father,” she said, in rather a quaver- 
ing voice, for tears were near, “won't 
you please, sir, attend to this at—at 
your earliest convenience?” 

“T will, dear,” answered Father, very 
solemnly, and closed his study door to 
read the love letter from The Complete 
Letter Writer—read with spasms of 
mirth—silent mirth, for watchful ears 
were near. Then, coming out, he walked 
upstairs, to come down dressed, as Nar- 
cissa and Venus announced to each, “in 
a fair inch of his life!” 

He walked straight to his eldest and 
asked, gravely, if he would do for a 
man going to call upon a lady? 

“Father, you are beautiful!” breathed 
the Lady-of-the-House, ecstatically, “and 
she—I mean the Lady, will think so, 
too!” 

The doctor and Cousin Camilla were 
married very shortly afterwards. Mar- 
ried before her next birthday, at the 
earnest solicitations of his eldest, that 
Cousin Camilla might not have to say, 
with shame, to her grandchildren, that 
she was an old maid when she married! 

They went to the Springs on their 
honeymoon, with Uncle Edinboro in a 
brand new livery, driving them, and 
watched proudly by Grandmother, by 
The Children, the servants and the Lady- 
of-the-House, clad in her first silk dress. 

“I’m glad he waited,” said Grand- 
mother to Mammy Clarissy, “Camilla 
will be the very wife and mother he and 
the children should have. Her visit was 
right providential.” 

Angelica, calmly but happily eating 
wedding cake, said nothing, but to her- 
self, “It wasn’t providence—it was me! 
Father had nothing to do but marry her 
—TI courted Cousin Camilla!” 
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FRESHY 
FROCKS 








Back View 
Style 2181 


DAINTY frock for school 

or sport—delightfully 
tailored of wide wale pique. 
White grounds with dots of 
green, red, blue and gold. 
Trimmings of reversed colors. 
Note the new high waist 


flare. | 
Sizes for Misses........ 12 to 20 
Sizes for Juniors........ Il to 19 


Sizes for Youthful Women 34 to 42 


orite store or write us. Booklet 


Your size available at your fav- 
of new spring styles on request. | 


We made your Girl Scout Uniform | 


The | 
Goldman, Baer Co. 


32-34 S. Paca St. | 
Baltimore, Md. 





























If you want boys to like you, Jo Ann says you must have a sense of humor— 
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Scatter 


(Continued from page 14) 
a lamb. I felt much better at having the 
old man there with us. He’s a comfort. 

The first event on the program was 
signaling, Morse code. Bingo is a whiz 
at sending and Mary Harris at receiv- 
ing, and so we won nicely, Kingsland 
coming in second. 

The obstacle race came next. A girl 
dressed in middy and bloomers stood 
out in front of us, and we had to dress 
her in complete Girl Scout uniform. 
Bingo got all involved with her dress, 
put it on backward and had to take it 
off and start over again. Scatter broke 
one of the kid’s shoe laces, and we 
came in fifth which didn’t count at all. 
Kingsland was second again and ahead 
of us. 

The dodge ball tournament was staged 
while the ingredients were being hauled 
forth for fire lighting. It was winners 
play winners, and losers play losers, and 
at the end, Oak Tree and Kingsland 
came together as the two winning teams. 
Well, we made the grade, hands down. 

That tied us with Kingsland for the 
first place in the rally, and we simply 
had to make good for the Oak Tree. We 
looked about us for Esther, who was 
going to do the fire lighting stunt. But 
she was nowhere to be seen. 

“Where is Esther?” we demanded of 
Cappy in a frenzy. 

“Poor Esther has been called away,” 
she explained gravely. “I have had to 
put a substitute in her place.” And sure 
enough, at that moment the substitute 
strode forth. In our distress and woe 
we gasped and moaned aloud, for the 
substitute was none other than our red- 
headed dumbbell, Scatter. 

“Even Guffin can never mascot us out 
of this mess,” I groaned to Bingo. “We’re 
dished, that’s all.” 

“Tt looks as if Cappy had gone ab- 
solutely coo-coo,” she replied dismally. 

But at that instant I glanced into the 
balcony and caught a brief glimpse of 
a tall Girl Scout wearing a brown and 
green neckerchief. Esther Colby, sure 
as fate. 

“There’s more in this than meets the 
eye,” I told Bingo. But she didn’t hear. 

“Hey, Scat, atta girl. Keep going. 
That’s the idea.” Bingo was yelping in 
the same tone of voice as Guffin does. 
For Scatter was working like a nice piece 
of machinery. Now she was tackling 
that square foot of soft pine wood as 
if it were a piece of cheese. Chop, chop, 
the board fell in pieces, and Scat began 
to shave it with her knife, the shavings 
falling on the tray like golden curls. 
The Kingsland girl next to her was 
chopping like a fury, but Scat was as 
slow and deliberate as if she were in 
her own yard. 

Scatter made a neat pile of shavings. 
Kingsland was already piling up her 
small wood. No one else in line had 
finished chopping. Cappy’s girl cut her 
hand and passed out of the picture. 

Scat piled up splinters into a little 
wigwam, and arranged her wood pile 
conveniently to hand. Kingsland scratch- 
ed her first match. Bingo and I clung 

(Continued on page 38) 
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Help the Healthy 


More children between five and fifteen are killed 
by accidents than by diphtheria, scarlet fever, 
typhoid, appendicitis and measles — combined 





ANY of the boys and girls who are killed by 

accidents are daring, adventurous, fun-loving, 
bubbling over with high spirits, ready to take chances, 
heedless of danger. 


If children are not provided with proper playgrounds 
they will play in the streets — where most accidents 
happen. If they haven't been taught watchfulness on 
streets and highways, they are in danger every time 


they leave the house. i 
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Twenty thousand children under 15 were killed last 7 ~ 
year by accidents — nearly 30 per cent of them by gy 


automobiles; the rest by drownings, burns, the care- 
less use of firearms, falls and other causes. 


You guard a delicate child instinctively. Guard the 
healthy one thoughtfully. Teach him that only he 
can protect himself against dangers greater than disease. 


People who have not learned reasonable caution in 
childhood are likely to continue to be heedless in later 
years. Eighty thousand people, 15 years of age or 
over, were killed by accidents last year. Falls on 
stairs or from rickety stepladders, chairs, boxes and 
window sills cause thousands of deaths at home. 





Accidents are the sixth greatest cause of death for . 
people of all ages; the first cause of death among . (242%) 
children from 5 to 15. soa lB e, 





Send for Metropolitan’s booklet on accident preven- os Hhw@wied 11 
tion. Ask for Booklet 530-X. Mailed free upon request. 
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Earn funds for your troop with 


FILMO MOVIES 


ONEY from movies—the 

easiest and quickest way to 
earn funds for your troop activities. 
With your own Filmo Projector, 
your receipts will be clear profit... 
just a few shows will more than pay 
for the projector. 


Helping out the treasury is just 
one of the many pleasures you can 
enjoy with the Filmo Projector. 
A product of Bell & Howell, who 
make the professional movie equip- 
ment used by the major film pro- 
ducers of the world, Filmo Projec- 
tor is acknowledged to be the finest 
instrument ever de- 
veloped for theshow- 
ing of theater-clear, 
16mm. size movies 
in black and white or 
color. Of precise 
scientific design and 
sturdy construction, 
it’s just the thing for 
Girl Scout troops, 





FILMO 75 


BELL &2@ HOWELL 


because it’s so easy to operate and 
there’s nothing to get out of order. 


On meeting nights or even at 
camp, you can see movies of your- 
selves in action, travel and educa- 
tional films and even famous movie 
stars in professional theater releases 
if your Troop owns a Filmo 57 
Projector. Ask your Captain to see 
the nearest Filmo dealer for a 
demonstration or to write today 
for the folder ‘“Filmo in Scout 
Organizations.” 


CAPTAINS! 


Movies of the troop in action! What bet- 
ter way to kindle and hold their interest? 
What better kind of entertainment? 

With a Filmo personal movie camera, 
which is so simple that a child can oper- 
ate it, you can make movies of your girls 
in every kind of activity actually easier 
than taking snap-shots. 

Filmo 75, illustrated here, is one of the 
several Filmo models particularly suited 
to field use. Light, compact, coat pocket 
thin, it costs but $120 in leather carrying 
case. Other models at $180 up. 


Filmo 


“What You See, You Get” 


BELL & HOWELL COMPANY, Dept. Q, 1824 LARCHMONT AVENUE, CHICAGO 
London (B. & H. Co.,Ltd.) + 


New York ’ Hollywood 7 


Established 1907 








Scatter 


(Continued from page 37) 
to each other, speechless with dread. 
The flame caught immediately and held. 

“Oh, Scat, Scat, come on. Hurry, 
hurry!” 

The Kingsland fire smoked dismally 
but the girl who had lit it had piled 
her wood on too thick and the fire flick- 
ered itself out in a final puff of smoke. 

Cappy was hugging herself with both 
her arms and we knew that she must 
be shivering with excitement even as we. 
Scatter reached for her first match. 

“Oh, Scat, go easy, steer yourself,” 
we breathed. 

Flash of the match, and flames catch- 
ing the shavings with Scat calmly 
feeding larger and larger pieces of wood 
with a steady hand. 

The Kingsland girl had torn her fire 
apart and was starting to lay it again. 
Her second match was in her hand but 
Scatter had reached for the pan of water 
that had to boil lustily before the event 
was won. As she set the pan on the fire 
there came a war whoop from Guffin. 
The party was beginning to wear on his 
nerves a bit, I guess, and Scat looked 
up suddenly. The pan tipped a bit and 
some of the water fell hissing on the 
flames. 

Kingsland’s second match was catching 
hold this time, and her flames crackled 
on the soft wood. 

Scat lay on the floor and blew cauti- 
ously at her damaged blaze, nursing and 
coaxing it from its hissing discomfort. 
It sulked smokily, refusing to be com- 
forted. Kingsland was reaching for her 
water pan, and then of a sudden, with 
a sparkle and a flash, Scat’s fire flared 
up on each side of the pan of water. 

Now here was where Scat’s careful 
work in the beginning counted for her. 
Her wood was split and piled ready to 
hand and she fed it onto the fire 
swiftly, bit by bit. Kingsland had to 
stop and hack off more wood and her 
fire lagged. 

Bubbles on the top of Scatter’s water 
and steam drifting from it. Then a surg- 
ing boil which set the fire to sputtering 
again. Scat’s judge raised her hand on 
high, and we knew that Scatter had won 
the rally for the Oak Tree. 

And then came the awarding of badges 
and such like. And therein awaited an- 
other surprise for the Oak Tree Troop 
Seven. For when we girls, who had 
worked so hard all winter on our first 
class work, stepped up to receive those 
gorgeous red badges, who should pace 
up alongside us but red-headed Scatter, 
large as life. And she not only stepped 
up with us, but stood fast with us and 
received a perfectly good first class 
badge from our Commissioner. 

“Well, my friends,” Scat explained, 
“you all made me mad enough to spit 
ink last fall when I couldn’t light that 
fire. So I went to work on my tests 
with Cappy all by myself and we got 
up this little surprise for you as a re- 
minder that a Girl Scout ought to be 
kind to animals. And Frosty, you ape,” 
she ended, throwing her arms around 
me in a great bear hug, “we can all go 
to Washington together, after all.” 





If you like airplane stories where girls are the pilots— 
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Salads for 
Warm Weather 


(Continued from page 25) 

4. The salad dressing should in most 
cases be mixed with the ingredients just 
before serving. 

5. In mixing the salad and dressing, 
the ingredients should be lightly tossed 
together, not stirred. 

6. In arranging a salad on the indi- 
vidual plates, remember that each salad 
should present a picture. The rim of the 
plate is left bare (noencroaching leaves). 

7. Not only the beauty but the flavor 
of a salad may be increased by adding 
a garnish such as minced chives, mint, 
parsley, strips of pimento, and so on. 

8. When a salad is served as a sepa- 
rate course, it is accompanied by toasted 
crackers, small sandwiches or toast. 

9. Salads may be served (a) at a 
formal dinner as a separate course; 
(b) at an informal meal with the main 
course, being set at the top of the plate 
holding the main course; (c) at luncheon 
as a main course, either being placed 
before sitting down or served at the 
table as in the illustration. 

Here are some dinner salads. 


Lettuce and Beet Salad 


4 medium size 
beets or celery seed 
12 small ones mustard seed 

1 head lettuce 


French dressing 


Prepare the lettuce as usual. Slice the 
beets, if the medium size is used, but 
leave the small ones whole. Put these 
in sufficient French dressing to cover 
and add a teaspoon each of celery and 
mustard seed. Let stand for thirty min- 
utes or even longer. Drain and arrange 
beets in nests of lettuce leaves. Strain 
the dressing in which they have been 
standing and pour over the beets. Gar- 
nish with a little minced cucumber or 
chives or capers. Serve with rounds of 
toast spread with anchovy butter. 

This salad also is easily transformed 
into one suitable for luncheon. Arrange 
the lettuce on one side of a large chop 
plate and arrange the beets in mounds 
on each side of this. Fill in the remain- 
ing space with slices of cucumber or 
asparagus tips. Set a small bowl in the 
center of the chop plate. Fill with cress 
and add eight or a dozen cheese balls or 
fill with sardines and wedges of lemon. 
Accompany this with either a bottle of 
French dressing, as in the illustration, 
or with a bowl of mayonnaise. In this 
form, this salad is served at the table 
by the hostess or one of the members 
of the family. This way you have a 
salad with all the charm of having been 
concocted right before your eyes. 

I should not finish the dinner salads 
without reminding you that the outside 
green leaves of lettuce should not be 
thrown away. They may be utilized for 
shredded lettuce salad, which, while too 
plebeian to serve at a formal dinner, is 
nevertheless too delicious and too im- 
portant dietetically to throw away. 
Shred the lettuce, toss in well-seasoned 
French dressing. Mound on cold salad 
plates and serve at once. 

(Continued on page 40) 





Every girl should know 
that Kotex protects _ 
health as well as comfort 





Doesn’t this give you a new idea of the health 
value of Kotex?...to know the same ma- 
terial isused by 85% of our leading hospitals? 


OMETIMES it’s hard for girls to 
realize the importance fo their health 
of the right kind of sanitary protection. 


But doctors know how important it 
is. They know your nervous vitality is 
lower at certain times. They know your 
comfort must be protected, so that ner- 
vous strain is lessened. Because con- 
tinued nervous strain at these times 
may permanently injure health. 


Kotex protects from nerve strain 


Kotex is scientifically designed to re- 
move all possible strain from delicate 
nerves. Kotex is carefully shaped. It 
is always comfortable. The corners are 
rounded and tapered so it really fits. 


Kotex, you know, is made of Cellu- 
cotton (not cotton) absorbent wadding 


... a marvelous substance that has 5° 


times the absorbency of fine surgical 
cotton. 


Cellucotton is used by 85%. of the 


And isn’t it wonderful to know that this 
same absorbent is available to you for 
your own personal use? 


Kotex Company, Chicago, Illinois. 


: 
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KOTEX IS SOFT... 


1 Nota deceptive softness that soon packs 
into chafing hardness. Buta delicate, lasting 
softness. 

The Kotex filler is far lighter and cooler 
than cotton, yet absorbs 5 times as much. 
In hospitals... The Kotex absorbent is 
the identical material used by surgeons in 
85% of the country’s leading hospitals. 
Deodorizes, safely, thoroughly, by a 
special process. 

Disposable, instantly, completely. 


Regular Kotex—45c for 12 
Kotex Super-Size—65c for 12 
Or singly in vending cabinets through 
West Disinfecting Co. 


Ask to see the KOTEX BELT and 
KOTEX SANITARY APRON at any 
g, dry goods or department store. 
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leading hospitals of the United States. The New Sanitary Pad which deodorizes 








Then you mustn’t miss “Roberta Solos” —in the June issue 
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The public recog- 
nition of Moccasin 
superiority has led 
to wide-spread imita- 
tion. Only Genuine 
Moccasins Rive moc- 
casin comfort. 


BEWARE OF 
IMITATIONS 


WRITE FOR 
CATALOG 








MOCCASINS 


Just one of the many styles of 
Bass Moccasins that Comfort 
Demands and Fashion Endorses. 
Made from beautiful soft, long- 
wearing Elkskin in several dif- 
ferent patterns and color com- 
binations. They are correct for 
all sports wear. 


At your dealers~-$6.50 up. 
G. H. BASS & CO,. 213 Main St., WILTON, MAINE 


fer STYLE and 
COMFORT 


— 








The Smartest and Most Comfortable Sports Footwear 











We do 


everything but 
dust the grapes 


We'd dust and polish each grape, 
too—if that could make Royal 
a better baking powder! 


S IT IS—we don’t see how we can 
make Royal any better. From the 
minute the ripe grapes are picked... 
to the day the red can of Royal Baking 
Powder arrives in your kitchen... each 
ingredient and each process that go 
into the making of Royal are carefully 
guarded. 


We know all about the delicious 
foods Royal bakes, too... How much 
better they ¢aste when made with this 
Cream of Tartar baking powder... 
How light, moist and evenly browned 
they are . . . How well they keep! 


Royal, the Cream of 
Tartar baking pow- 
der. Absolutely pure. 








fy Di 


2 Helpful Booklets—FREE 
Royal Cook Book—360 recipes for 


breads, cakes, frostings, desserts, pastries, 
soups, sandwiches, salads—Luncheon and 
Supper Menus. 


Making Biscuits—including master bis- 
cuit recipes with many variations that 
will appeal to small boys and girls. Prac- 
tical suggestions for saving time, ma- 
terial and effort. 


Just CHECK THE COUPON! 








ROYAL BAKING POWDER 
Product of Standard Brands Incorporated 
Dept. 214—695 Washington St., N. Y. C. 


Please send me free the Royal booklets I 
have checked 1] Royal Cook Book 0 Mak- 
ing Biscuits. 


Name 
Address__ 
City 
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Salads for 
Warm Weather 


(Continued from page 39) 
In serving the following salads, make 
those for your luncheons larger. 


Tomato and Sardine Salad 


lettuce 8 sardines 
4 tomatoes 1 lemon 
olive mayonnaise 


Prepare the lettuce and tomatoes as 
directed above. On a chop plate arrange 
a mound of lettuce. Slice the tomatoes 
and place next to this, then the sardines 
and lemon cut in wedges. Set a small 
bowl in the center of the plate and fill 
with mayonnaise into which one-half 
cup of sliced, stuffed olives has been 
folded. 


Combination Salad 


1 bunch green onions 
8 halves deviled eggs 
French dressing 


watercress 
2 tomatoes 
1 cucumber 


Prepare and chill the vegetables. 
Mound the watercress on a large salad 
plate or platter. Slice the tomatoes and 
cucumbers and arrange on each side of 
the watercress. Set the deviled eggs in 
the watercress. Garnish with the onions. 
Serve with French dressing. 


Tomato and Lamb Salad 


lettuce 1 tablespoon minced 

4 tomatoes onion 

lcup diced cold 1 tablespoon minced 
lamb green pepper 


14 cup minced salt and pepper 
celery mayonnaise 

Cut a slice from stem end of toma- 
toes and scoop out the centers and sea- 
son the inside well with salt. (Reserve 
the part scooped out for soup.) Mix the 
lamb, celery, onion, green pepper with 
enough mayonnaise to moisten. Season 
to taste with salt and pepper. Fill the 
tomatoes to overflowing. Serve on let- 
tuce leaves and garnish either with 
sprigs of fresh mint or mint jelly. 


French Dressing 


1 teaspoon salt 1 teaspoon Worces- 
3tablespoonsvinegar  tershire sauce 
lteaspoon sugar cup salad oil 


Put the ingredients into a bowl in 
the order named. Beat up with an egg 
beater. Pour into a French dressing 
bottle (see illustration) or other wide- 
mouthed bottle and keep in the re- 
frigerator. Shake before using. 

The menus for this month are built 
around the salad course. The luncheon 
menu is on page twenty-five. 


DINNER MENU 


Fruit Cocktail 
Stuffed Chops 
Potato Scallop 
Green Peas 
Lettuce and Tomato Salad 
Ice Cream 


The dinner salad is small, composed 


of salad greens or salad vegetables and 
dressed with French dressing. 





Do you look enviously at canoeists that glide along on a shimmery lake ?— 
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AN OUNCE OF 
PRECAUTION 


A First Aid Kit should 
be in every home, every 
camp, every automobile. 


The Official Girl Scout 
First Aid Kit 





CoNTENTS 
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Antiseptic Pieces. 

2Y,” Bandage Compress. 
Yard 1” Adhesive Tape. 
3-yard 1” Gauze Bandage. 
Ammonia Inhalants. 
Mercurophy Tubes. 

Tube Savon Cream. 

Tube Burn Emollient. 
Booklet First Aid in Outline. 
Set. « «« + « 


First Aid Kit (Automobile size). 
maak 6 tc te ele eee 


Snake Bite Outfit 


The vulcanite barrel 
has at one end a long 
screwcap covering a 
lancet; at the other end a 
small screw-cap fits over 
cavity in which is con- 
tained a supply of potas 
sium permanganate crystals 
to be used for treatment. 
Full directions for use with 
each outfit. 
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$0.50 


MAIL ORDERS TO 


GIRL SCOUTS, INC. 


670 Lexington Ave., New York, N. Y. 


or 


Purchase From Your Local Department Store 


Agency 








Nancy Starts 
Things Going 


(Continued from page 20) 


been particularly grateful to Jessie for 
having sent them along for us to study. 

More or less conjecturing what was 
going to happen, I named the little crea- 
ture to be fed with the basic food for- 
mula Weeny, the one to have greens 
added to this diet, Soso; and the one to 
be fed with all the milk he wanted as 
well as the greens and the basic formula, 
Honkey Dorey. 

The names turned out to be only too 
realistic. My Weeny seemed to dwindle 
away into nothing. The first couple of 
weeks she was lively, but from then on 
she literally dropped from day to day. 

Soso fared better. He was just like 
his name. He romped a little about his 
cage, not hilariously, you understand, 
but nice and décorously. He wasn’t ter- 
ribly thin, but he certainly wasn’t plump. 

Then there was that wretch of a 
Honkey Dorey. He was every thing that 
his name implied. He simply expanded 
good cheer. His coat was sleek and 
smooth and fairly glistened. He even had 
a jovial disposition. Of course he should 
have overjoyed my heart, but he didn’t. 
He began to annoy me tremendously. 

Time and again I was tempted to put 
some greens and milk into Weeny’s cage, 
but the Lone Girl Scouts had agreed 
that they would be faithful in feeding 
their white rats according to the food 
schedules that we had agreed upon. 

Every week we rather slid over 
Weeny’s condition as we stood in front 
of his cage. Last week Molly’s lip trem- 
bled. ‘‘He seems thinner every day,” she 
said. “And look at that sleek Honkey 
Dorey!” 





Our reactions were all rather alike, 
it seemed. We all held feelings of re- 
| sentment against the self-satisfied normal 
| Honkey Dorey. Poor Weeny! 

I simply could not stand it this last 
| week. When I came home from my two 
days with the Lone Scouts I took one 
| look at her and wept. I dashed for greens 
|and milk and stuffed both into her cage. 
iT slammed her cage door shut and put 
| milk in Soso’s coop. “Now, you both 
|eat!” I cried, “And get as big and self- 
| satisfied as Honkey Dorey.” 
| As a matter of fact, I don’t believe 
‘that Weeny would have lived through 
the week if I had not come to her rescue. 
To think what milk and greens can do 
to a rat! But the ghastly thing is that 
what Weeny’s food was is what many 
|of our families live on most of the year. 
No wonder so many of the children are 
so pasty looking. 

This last trip I found that all the 
Lone Girl Scouts had done exactly as I 
had. Emily, of course, was the first to 
tell me that she had begun to give milk 
and greens to her Weeny, and milk to 
Soso. (All the children gave the same 
names to their white rats that I had 
given to mine). 

When we went down to Emily’s den, 
by the creek, I found a little fenced off 
place close by the stream, where the 
earth had lately been turned over. 

(Continued on page 42) 











These 


Clothes 


get real Beauty Care 


NYONE can look charming if 

their clothes are as dainty, crisp 

and colorful as the smart printed 

cotton and the eyelet batiste Barbara 
and Anne are wearing. 

Yet these clever girls will tell you 
that their clothes are always lovely 
because they are given regular beauty 
care. 

They say they have found that 
pretty clothes respond to gentle treat- 
ment by keeping their sparkle and 
newness for ever so long! 


Maybe you’ve guessed their se- 
cret? Yes—they use Lux! 


Over and over again—the moment 
their dainty clothes have lost their 
first freshness—they dip them in a 
bowl of sparkling Lux suds, and they 
stay colorful and crisp—and new! 


Unlike Lux, which is especially 
mild and pure, a great many soaps 
and flakes are too harsh for the dainty 
and delicate fabrics of today. They 
need the beauty treatment that only 
Lux can give them—the care that 
cherishes their colors and texture so 
they look like new twice as long! 





If it’s safe in water, 
it’s safe in LUX 











You can learn how to “Paddle Your Own Canoe”—in the June number 
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Is Your Packing Done? 
Are You Ready For 


CAMP ANDREE 


where Girl Scouts gather from all over 
the country for adventures in Girl Scout- 
ing. Situated in the hills of Westchester 
County, thirty miles from New York City. 


The National Girl Scout Camp 


OPEN FROM JUNE 28TH TO AUGUST 29TH 
FOR GIRL SCOUTS 
From 14 to 18 years of age 
RATE: 
$15.00 per For detailed information, address 


week MISS ELIN LINDBERG, Camp Manager 


For season of ie : : 
nine weeks, $125. 670 Lexington Avenue, New York City 




















IT’S EASY TO RAISE MONEY 
for Girl Scout Activities FANCY LEATHERS 


with Craft Work 
“THE OSBORNE BENEFIT PLAN” for Craft Workers 


An Original, Copyrighted Money-Rais- 


Sold by the half or whole 
ing Stunt for Girl Scout Troops. Stl ty the BA aw state 


A 3-cent stamp brings you samples 





WRITE FOR 
LARGE ILLUSTRATED FOLDER Tools and Designs, Snap Fast- 
Free Souvenir mailed to all Girl Scout eners to Match Leathers, Sphinx 
Leaders giving — and Number of Paste, Lacing Punches. 
roop. 
THE OSBORNE SPECIALTY COMPANY W. A. HALL 
Lock Drawer G Camden, New York |/ 250 Devonshire St. Boston 9, Mass. 

















SCHOOL RINGS 7 Ces 


SOMETHING DIFFERENT: 


Send for our Catalog of Rings and Pins WITH SEPARATE DATE GUARD & CHAIN 2 COLORS 





FREE CATALOG 7 
& At EF CLASS BINS was 
&: PIN COMPLETE 
y, 


mn and Mili NS: eid Sj 
eee Sey teem Hk HE|Sivemnuave = 78 ron 
$1 up. Pins, 35 up; adie ng: 50 
C. K. GROUSE COMPANY Solid Goid$4-50 | ...7,,0 METAL ARTS Co.,Inc. 911 Portland Ave. Rochester. NY. 


5 Bruce Ave., North Attleboro, Mass. 








Nancy Starts 
Things Going 


(Continued from page 41) 

“Mama and I are making a garden,” 
Emily explained. “Papa said if going 
without greens and milk did that to a 
white rat, he wondered what it did to 
a boy. Johnny’s kind of peaked this sum- 
mer. 

I think we all kind of wondered the 
same way Mr. Brice had. I know I’m 
going to have milky things and greeny 
things to eat every day from now on. 
I’m sure I'd rather be sleek and perhaps 
a little self-satisfied than like that miser- 
able Weeny, or even that so-so Soso. 

When I got to Molly’s I found that 
she had come to her Weeny’s rescue, 
too. Likewise, she and Granny had come 
to a momentous decision. They had de- 
cided that they simply had to have fresh 
vegetables all the time. Their problem 
lay in the fact that all the water that 
could be spared went into Granny’s gar- 
den. They looked at that adorable old 
fashioned garden, and did not see how 
they could possibly give it up. I think 
it was to Granny that the real inspira- 
tion came. 

Why not scatter the vegetables 
amongst the flowers? Wouldn’t they 
really add to the color of the garden? 

Granny and Molly burrowed into gar- 
den seed catalogues. For several days 
their spare time was taken up in this ab- 
sorbing study. When Mr. Moran next 
went to town he took an order for seed 
of the most colorful vegetables. We 
spent the most of that evening planning 
the garden. 

Then we tried to select vegetables for 
planting that were both attractive to look 
at and at the same time high in food 
value to the table—though I must ad- 
mit that all vegetables do that to some 
degree. We became so excited about the 
problem that both Mr. and Mrs. Moran 
joined in the discussion. 

Mr. Moran was a fortunate addition. 
He pointed out that it was rather late 
in the summer to plant certain vegeta- 
bles, though not all, and he suggested 
that we wait until the following spring 
to plant some of the seed. 

The Ricos, I discovered, had been as 
exercised by the condition of their 
Weeny and Soso as the rest of us had 
been. They were already feeding all their 
creatures alike, and it was amazing how 
the two undersized ones were responding 
to good food. You will see how lively 
and healthy they all are when you come. 
And you can help us with the garden 
plans, too. Everyone here wants to avoid 
being like poor little Weeny, and Mrs. 
Rico is more devoted than ever to her 
garden and her cows. 

I shall be at the station to meet you 
on the twenty-first. 

Love, 
NANcy 


Eprtor’s Note: This story of Nancy 
and her friends is taken from a book 
“Nancy and Her Lone Girl Scouts” by 
Jean Henry Large, which is soon to be 
published by D. Appleton and Company, 
New York. 





Stunning beach coats and smart tennis dresses are the summer fashion— 
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Brenda Putnam, 


Sculptor 


(Continued from page 17) 
master. He learns, in this way, what no 
school teaches—drapery, lettering, col- 
umning and what not. He sweeps the 
floor; he arranges the folds of a gar- 
ment; he makes the plaster casts. But 
women, you see, are not accepted by 
men as apprentices. Women get in the 
way! So they must teach themselves 
these technicalities. But it takes stam- 
ina.” 

Yes, and will power. Brenda Putnam 
has both. When she was asked to do the 
bas-relief of Howells, for instance, she 
realized she knew nothing whatever 
about either bas-relief or lettering. They 
just hadn’t taught her these essentials 
in Boston and New York. Was she 
daunted? No! She read books on the 
subject, visited the museums, and made 
a few experiments herself. In the end, 
she knew the fundamentals of bas-relief 
and put them into brilliant practice. The 
result is a sagacious-looking William 
Dean Howells. 

“Ves,” went on Brenda Putnam, “de- 
termined women are making their way 
in the arts—in writing, in music, in paint- 
ing, in dancing. And I am proud of our 
women sculptors, for I know against 
what difficulties they have won. Laura 
Gardine, Malvina Hoffman, Gertrude 
Vanderbilt Whitney, Evelyn Longman 
Bacheller—their work is distinguished.” 

I glanced about the room. On every 
side stood the work of a woman who sees 
beauty. In the up-curve of branches, in 
the majestic lift of skyscrapers, in the 
bend of a back or a knee—for her, beau- 
ty is everywhere. 

“What a satisfaction,” I cried, “to be 
able to put those lovelinesses into perma- 
nent form!” 

“Yes,” she said, and I saw the artist in 
her flare up, “but oh, the agony of see- 
ing your mistakes in marble or bronze!” 

“Still,” I questioned, “you wouldn't 
be anything but a sculptor, would you?” 

“No,” she said earnestly, “I wouldn't.” 


If You Are Short 


(Continued from page 21) 

Be very careful not to let yourselves 
be carried away by the enormous modern 
jewelry. If you’ll hunt around you will 
be able to find pieces that are scaled 
to your size, but those great twisted 
strands of beads, masses of finger rings 
and broad arm shackles won’t do for 
you. Watch not only size but also ma- 
terial. The more delicate things, such 
as crystal, pearls, coral, jade and rose 
quartz are usually more suitable than 
heavy wood and metal, and particularly 
suited to this year’s subdued pastel col- 
orings. 

You little girls, as I said in the begin- 
ning, must be principally concerned in 
scaling down your clothes so that they 
won’t dominate you. This means fab- 
rics, costume details and accessories. 
Watch even the size of your suitcase 
and your umbrella, if you want to 
look your best. 


°*I believe that canvas 
rubber-soled shoes are most 
like moccasins in strength 
building of any modern shoes?’ 
says Chief Long Lance, “I 
wear them on the stiffest 
hikes and longest climbs.?? 


Keep up with 


T= is the secret of Indian strength 

and grace—freedom of the muscles. 
You, too, can keep fresh and lively on 
long walks or in fast games, if you treat 
your feet as the Indians did. 


Goodrich Sport Shoes are especially 
designed to give your muscles a chance 
to grow strong. They are unusually light 
and trim, and come in many attractive 
models. Be sure to ask for them by 
name. Say “Goodrich Sport Shoes.” 


BRYN MAWR 
a light, stylish Sport Shoe 
with springy crépe rubber 
sole. Comes in white 
bleached or buff duck — 
buff trimmed. 


igh 
Goodrich 


Sport Shoes 








The B.F. Goodrich Rubber Company, Akron,O. 


Enclosed find 10¢ in coins or stamps. 
Please send me “How to talk in the Indian 
Sign Language” by Chief Long Lance. 


Name 





Address 





099909 OOF 








Lance, 
Indian author-athlete. 


the best 
by takin g his advice 


Chief Buffalo Child Long 


most famous 












Chief Long Lance has 
written this 32-page 
booklet on the Indian 
sign language and illus- 
trated it with over 80 
photographs — so that 
you can learn to talk in it 
easily. Also told here is 
the story of his successful 
discovery of the “bare- 
foot tread.” Send for the 
fascinating booklet now. 
Use the coupon below. 
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INDIAN SIGN tNcone 
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Hazel Rawson 
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Earn Your Own 
Good Times Money 


May pays will be gay days for thousands 
of schoolgirls all over the country this year. 

For these girls are earning their own 
money for sports clothes and charming 
accessories. And they are winning tennis 
rackets . . . cameras for ‘‘snapping”’ trips 

. . and jazzy banjo ukes that will be the 
life of many an outdoor party. 


THESE GIRLS BELONG TO OUR 
GIRLS CLUB 


Membership in our unusual Club is open 
to you, too... all of you who long for 
springtime fun and the dollars that will 
make it possible. Your spare minutes after 
school, on Saturdays and even ‘between 
classes’’ will bring you rich rewards. 


$6.00 Between Classes 


Ruth Martin writes: “My first earnings were spent 
for a new frock. One day I earned $3.00 after school 
and one week I made $6.00 between classes.” 

Jo Mary Burwell says: “The greatest ‘kick’ that 
Club money ever gave me was when I bought my 
senior ring with my own money. My, but I felt 
important! I’ve earned 
$8.20 in one day.” 

And Fern Rose tells 
me: “With my Club 
dollars, I have bought 
new slippers, stock- 
ings, and I want to 
win a ukelele next.” 


Don't Miss the Fun! 


Why not join this 
Club where you can 
earn the things you 
want quickly? You 
won't want to miss 
a day of the fun, so 
fill out the coupon 
below for the details. 
Do it now! Not a cent 
will it cost you. 






















Manager of The Girls’ Club 

Tue Curtis Pusiisoinc Company 

1103 Independence Square, Phila., Pa. 
Please send me full information about your 

plan for earning money and prizes. 


Name Age 





Street 





City State 








Meg, Jo, Beth and 
Amy—from “Little 
Women,’’ Little, 
Brownand Company 


the 





Ever Ever Land of Books 


By SOPHIE L. GOLDSMITH 


w= a person reads a good deal, 
many things are bound to happen. 
One of the most interesting is the fact 
that certain characters of certain favor- 
ite books are bound to become so defi- 
nitely friends or enemies that it’s almost 
impossible to remember whether they 
live only between the covers of books or 
whether they are real flesh and blood 
people. Four of the most powerful people 
of this type that I know are Meg, Jo, 
Beth and Amy of Little Women. 

So vital has been their presence that, 
in searching for the best of the new 
books likely to be of interest to readers 
of THE AMERICAN GirL, I was sure I 
saw and heard them eagerly pouncing on 
the books I had selected, discussing them 
and describing them to each other. In 
some marvelous way peculiar only to 
the Ever Ever Land of Books, the fact 
that the girls lived almost a hundred 
years ago made no difference in their 
interest in and understanding of modern 
books and girls and conditions. When I 
saw them, they were in the dear shabby 
March living room which we all know 
so well, and most of the books were 
piled up on the table from which Han- 
nah had just significantly removed 
everything else. Not all of them, how- 
ever. I grew a little worried as I realized 
that some of my favorites were missing 
from that table. Where could they be? 
There were at least six books which had 
transformed life for me while I was 
reading them, and they were not among 


the others. As I peered closer, the door 
flew open, and in burst Jo, carrying 
piled up in her arms every one of them. 

“Jo!” cried Amy, looking up from the 
book she was eagerly examining—Judy 
of Divine Corners by Faith Baldwin 
(Dodd, Mead and Company). “Jo! For 
heaven’s sake, be careful. You'll drop 
those books.” 

“Not me!” laughed Jo in her old “in- 
elegant” manner. “I may drop hairpins 
and gloves, but never books. Oh, girls, 
such treasures!” 

“They'll have to go some to be better 
than Judy of Divine Corners,” said Amy. 

“Sounds like one of those ‘girls’ 
books,’” answered Jo scornfully. 

“Jo March, you just take that right 
back!” cried Amy indignantly. “It’s 
nothing of the kind! It’s a perfectly 
lovely story about a camp on the St. 
Lawrence River where a group of girls 
spend one of the best summers ever.” 

“T'll admit those girls nowadays are a 
comfortable lot,” said Jo. “But a girls’ 
camp sounds pretty tame to me after 
what J’ve been reading.” 

“And what have you been reading?” 
inquired Amy loftily. 

“Jungle Portraits by Delia Akeley 
(Macmillan). Golly, what a good time 
that woman had! Hunting elephants 
and crocodiles, getting almost killed by 
an angry pygmy sultan—” 

“And you call that having a good 
time?” shuddered Beth. “Jo dear!” 

“You bet I do!” declared Jo. “That 





Did people ever call you “intolerant”, “negative”, a “fault finder” ?— 
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woman is a heroine. I wonder whether 
I'll ever be able to write that way!” 

“Whichever way you write, it’ll be the 
right way,” said loyal little Beth. “You 
know, Jo dear, I’ve got one of those 
thrilling travel books, too. It’s called The 
World On One Leg by Ellery Walter 
(Putnam). It’s the saddest thing, but so 
brave—about a boy who has no one in 
his family to take care of him, but who 
succeeds in making a living and getting 
a college education and traveling all over 
the world even though he loses a leg.” 

“Yes, I read that, too,” said Jo. “I’m 
surprised you could stand all those opera- 
tions, Bethy! It zs the pluckiest story, 
but somehow although that boy was a 
bandit with Villa, and was robbed by a 
Japanese rickshaw runner, not to speak 
of a series of international operations, 
I got more the feeling of rush, rush, rush 
through it all than his actual experiences 
in the different countries.” 

“T know you'd love The Adventures 
of Johnny Appleseed by Henry Chapin 
(Coward McCann),” said Meg, who had 
been quietly sitting by listening, busy at 
a bit of sewing. “It is so beautifully told. 
We all know many pioneer stories, but it 
seems to me that this one, which tells of 
Johnathan Chapman (isn’t that a heav- 
enly name!) and of how he struggled 
across the United States planting or- 
chards and selling trees, is a real epic.” 

“There’s another beauty I’ve been 
reading, just as absorbing in style as it 
is in interest. It’s The Flight of the 
Heron by D. K. Broster (Coward 
McCann). Golly, what a book!” said Jo. 

“Jo!” said Meg reprovingly. “If you’re 
such a stickler for style, why can’t you 
leave out slang?” 

“T don’t have to talk like a book, do 
I?” queried Jo indignantly. “Besides, 
one needs something mighty strong to 
characterize The Flight of the Heron. 
It’s laid in the period of Bonnie Prince 
Charlie, and makes you feel that a plaid 
and tartan is absolutely the only costume 
to wear. It tells of an heroic young 
Scotchman—and you can smell the 
heather and hear the bagpipes just as 
plainly! There’s a love story too—none 
of your wishy-washy kind, either.” 

“T have a love story here, too,” said 
Amy. “I must confess I chose it partly 
because of the title, which is certainly 
appropriate to the season. It’s Pamela’s 
Love Song by Cecil Roberts (Appleton), 
and it tells the story of a London ste- 
nographer who is suddenly left an unex- 
pected legacy and decides to go to the 
Tyrol for a spring holiday. Of course she 
falls in love with a handsome Austrian.” 

“Here are two books I think you'd 
love, Amy dear,” offered Beth. “One is 
Carol of Cranford High by Earl Reed 
Silvers (Appleton). Carol has always 
lived in New York, and when the family 
moves to a small town, and she has to 
go to school there, she makes up her 
mind it’ll be a ‘hick town’ and even the 
presence of her camp chum doesn’t save 
her from making a horrid little snob of 
herself for a time. But there is good stuff 
in her, and several rather unusual events 
bring it out. The other book is Black 
Flower by Jane Abbott (Lippincott). I 
think, Jo, you’d like that story as well as 
Amy. The heroine, Theo Waring, re- 

(Continued on page 46) 





















How you'll love Judy! How you'll 
hold your breath at her bravery! 
What thrills for you when you help 
her solve the mystery! You'll adore 
Jack, Dick and Bob, too! They’re the 
kind of boys every girl wants to know. 
Judy and the boys are waiting to meet 
you. The coupon is your introduction 
to them all! 








UDY 


A mystery story 
for Girls! 


ONE 
of Your 
Twelve Books 


Mail the 


Coupon for Information 
About the Junior GuILD: 


Guild Books is that, aside from giving 

you the most fascinating reading 
you’ve ever known, they also tell you how 
to do the most thrilling things. Things that 
every girl simply must know to be popular 
among her friends. In Judy, alone, Faith 
Baldwin gives you new and splendid ideas 
for novel picnics, tells you exciting plans 
for camping, in addition to a hundred other 
things that keep you breathless with curios- 
ity. And, of course, you will be reading one 
of those matchless stories about boys and 
girls who might be living right next door 
to you. 

This is only one of twelve gorgeous books 
that are waiting for you—to be sent 
right to your home, postage paid, every 
month for an entire year! If you had joined 
the Junior Guild a few months ago, you 
would now be reading Judy, Love Comes 
Riding and The Romance of Antar, the 
most popular girls’ books of the year! But 
there are still better books waiting for you! 
And there are many free surprises, too, that 
come with your membership in the Junior 
Guild! 

There are special books for girls between 8 
and 12, and different ones for those between 12 


and 16. They are all issued in special editions 
for members only and they cost about half as 


Te marvelous thing about the Junior 


much through the Junior Guild as they would 
if bought any other way. Your parents will be 
quick to take advantage of this great saving on 
the best books for you. When they learn that 
Carl Van Doren, Angelo Patri, Mrs. Franklin 
D. Roosevelt, Helen Ferris, Mrs. Sidonie M. 
Gruenberg, Harford Powel, Jr., and Katherine 
Ulrich are selecting these fine books they will 
want you to join at once! Tell them about the 
Junior Guild—tell them how much you want to 
get your share of all these thrilling stories and 
free surprises! Then mail the coupon today! As 
soon as we receive it we'll send you and your 
parents the full details of this splendid book 
club for girls. We'll tell you how to start your 
membership with the big new mystery story, 
Judy! Mail the coupon NOW! 


JUNIOR LITERARY GUILD 
55 Fifth Ave., Dept. 54 A. G., New York, N. Y. 


Po oe oe oe ee OO © Oe 2 © ee ee 
| Junior Literary Guild, 
| 55 Fifth Ave., Dept. 54 A. G., New York, N. Y. 


| Please send me and my parents the complete, free 
details of the Junior Literary Guild at once and tell 
: | us how to get Judy! We assume no obligation. 


Name. Age. 








Parent’s Name 








Read “I am a Girl Who—” in June and learn to know people’s good points 
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SIMPLY ON THE BASIS OF EXQUISITE 
QUALITY ARE VENUS SANITARY 
NAPKINS OFFERED TO YOU. There is 
no mystery involved and many women are 
quite happy without them. 


But if one is the sort of person who insists 
that everything about one be luxuriantly nice 
—then Venus naturally follow. 


Made of clean soft cotton in a softly knitted 
cover without a seam, they are quite different 
from the usual kinds. 












And though they cost a trifle more, there 
is an economy in their finer quality which 
proves itself at once. 


At the smartest department stores and shops 
in any city simply ask for Venus. 


A a= 


VENUS CORPORATION 
1170 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 





424 So. Broadway 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
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BOOKS tor CAMPS 


MAGIC CASEMENTS 


GOOD TIMES 
FOR ALL TIMES Sx aie he camp program planning 


A CYCLOPEDIA OF $1.30 
ENTERTAINMENT BESIDE OUR CAMPFIRES 
By NINA B. LAMKIN Suzanne Weddell 


The aueet complete and saticfactory beck Glimpses of twelve great women for talks 





A - ~ $1.25 
of its kind ever compiled. Every sort of around the campfire. 
game, ceremony, stunt and entertainment 
is here described. ERPLORERe . 

: . arion Dudle 

Concrete suggestions for the home, y h 
church, school and community Program for a series of days at camp wit 

; 5 special events for each day. $ .50 
An indispensable guide for teachers, 


playground directors, and all who have to 
do with recreational work. 


THE WOMANS PRESS 
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Over 400 pages of text arid illustrations. 































New York, N. Y. 
For Boy Scouts, Camp Fire Girls. 

For the Home or School Room, 

Dialogs, Speakers, Monologs, 

Juvenile Plays and Songs, Black- 

face Plays, Recitations, Drills. 

ow to Stage a Play. Make- a Catalogue FREE 

T.S. DENISON & CO. 623 SO. Wabash, Dept. 87, CHICAGO 


ONE BOUND VOLUME Price $4.00 


SAMUEL FRENCH 


25 West 45th St. New York City 











In the Ever Ever 
Land of Books 


(Continued from page 45) 
minds me of you. She’s a glorious tom- 
boy, hates dress and fuss, and is awfully 
brave and clever and resourceful.” 

“Oh, and here’s another one for you,” 
said Jo, suddenly, “called When Sally 
Sews by Helen Perry Curtis (Macmil- 
lan). You know I usually haven’t much 
use for these ‘how-to’ books, for the 
simple reason that they don’t tell you 
how to plainly enough. But this does. 
You get a good picture of Sally going 
out for winter sports in a skating outfit 
she has made, herself, and which would 
make your mouth water, Amy.” 

“Thanks, Jo,” said Amy. “Here’s one 
for you—The Black Buccaneer by 
Stephen W. Meader (Harcourt Brace).” 

“Oh, what a lovely book!” exclaimed 
Jo, as she took the large black volume. 

“But wait till you read the story,” 
Amy went on. “It tells how Jeremy 
Swan, a young boy, is kidnaped by 
Steve Bonnet and his pirates. It’s thrill- 
ing the way Jeremy outwits his captors.” 

“Well, I have something just as thrill- 
ing here,” said Meg. “Jf Jt Takes All 
Summer by Elizabeth Corbett (Stokes). 
It’s a biography of General Grant, but 
you don’t realize that till you get to the 
end. It’s written entirely in the form 
of conversation. There’s no tiresome 
description or detail in the whole book. 
And besides, those conversations are 
centered about only the most interest- 
ing points of Grant’s life. 

“But listen to this!” she went on, 
starting to read aloud from Boys And 
Girls Who Became Famous by Amy 
Cruse (Harcourt Brace). 

“ ‘Chapter Thirteen: The Childhood of 
Jo March. There are very few girls in 
Europe or America who have not made 
triends with the Little Women of Louisa 
Alcott’s story, and if the votes of these 
young readers could be taken as to which 
is their favorite among the four sisters, 
the results would almost certainly be a 
tremendous majority for clever, tomboy 
Jo.’ I knew it, Jo, I knew it!” 

“Don’t be silly,” said Jo, growing as 
red as a poppy way below the nape of 
her “bun.” “I’ve read that book, too, 
and there are dozens of people in it 
much more interesting than I am. There’s 
Helen Keller, that wonderful creature. 
And Clara Butt, and James Barrie, and 
Madame Curie, and Robert Louis Ste- 
venson—what a collection!” 

“And Chopin and Mozart as children,” 
added Beth. “Oh, girls, do you remember 
when I used to play on Mr. Lawrence’s 
piano?” 

Meg, Jo, Beth and Amy raised their 
heads as though they were listening. 

It seemed to me as though I, too, heard 
the tinkling strains from that dear little 
piano, and I seemed to get a fare- 
well glimpse of courageous Delia Akeley 
and Ellery Walter, and of General 
Grant’s noble features. Judy and Pamela 
and Theo and Carol fluttered about them, 
The Black Buccaneer stood a frowning 
guard, and, as the girls and the music 
together faded away, The Blue Heron 
flew on swift wings through the per- 
fumed orchards of Johnny Appleseed. 





Are there times when you can think of nothing but ham sandwiches for picnics?— 
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by Grace 
Livingston Hill 
Fraley, fresh from 
that desperate night 
; in the wilderness, 
was in no mood for cocktails in dissi- 
pated New York, where a situation no 
less dangerous awaited her. $2.00 


THE 


WHITE LADY 
by Marcia MacDonald 
Haunted houses, fire, ghosts... what 
adventures befell Constance Wetherill 
in her search for fortune, with love 
beckoning at the end! Four illustrations 
with frontispiece in color. $1.75 


THE 
PRODIGAL GIRL 


by Grace 
Livingston Hill 
Betty Thornton went 
with the fastest set in 
town—until her father 
found out. And then 
painfully, she finds her 


way to romance and happiness. $ 2.00 


LIPPINCOTT 


PHILADELPHIA 








WASHINGTON SQ. 














v 200 Sheets 
100 Envelopes 





Personal Stationery... 


“Made Just For You!” 


High grade, clear white bond paper — unusually 
smooth writing surface, with that crisp, crackly 
“‘feel’’ that identifies it to everyone as superior qual- 
ity stationery. 

Your NAME and AppRESS on every sheet and enve- 
lope in rich dark blue, up to 4 lines. Type is_espe- 
clally designed for clearness and good taste, Makes 
a personal stationery you will be proud to use. An 
ideal gift with your friend’s name. Attractive 8-letter 
monogram if you prefer. Just send $1.00 (west of 
Denver and outside S. $1. 

supply of stationery will come by return mail, post- 
age prepaid. Please write or print clearly. Prompt 
service and satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded. 


SIGNET STATIONERY CO., Box A5 Binghamton, N. Y. 




















Why tolerate Pimples 
Blackheads and Dandruff? 


Cuticura Soap 


and Cuticura Ointment 
will quickly and economically purify 
and preserve your skin and hair. 














Girl Scouts 
Greet the May 


(Continued from page 29) 
sympathy with it, a big rally was staged 
in the Springfield auditorium. To a 
capacity audience of Girl Scouts and 
friends were introduced the Good 
Foods Family, Cleanliness Clan, the 
Tremendous Tooth Brush Brigade, the 
Stylish Set, the Recreational Relatives, 
and the Sleep Enough Tribe. 

The Bank of Health was then offi- 
cially opened, each troop sending a rep- 
resentative to the platform to receive 
the deposit slips and instructions. Each 
troop Bank of Health was opened at 
the next troop meeting by the Health 
Committee whose members served as 
tellers in the Bank. The deposit slips 
were real printed bank slips giving de- 
positors the following credits: 1. Get- 
ting the proper amount of sleep with 
windows open; 2. Eating at least one 
raw vegetable or fruit and one green 
cooked vegetable each day; 3. Drink- 
ing milk or cocoa at least twice a day 
and no tea or coffee; 4. Cleaning teeth 
properly at least twice a day; 5. Eating 
only fruit and milk between meals; 
6. Knowing good posture and doing 
one corrective exercise a day (to be 
prescribed by physical instructor); 
7. Drinking at least six glasses of water 
a day; 8. Spending an hour daily walk- 
ing or playing in the open; 9. Caring 
for the nails each day (no biting); 
10. Being cheerful. 

From the above ten items each de- 
positor chose the four points most nec- 
essary for her own health improvement, 
plus number ten which was considered 
important for all. If a girl wished to 
work for the Girl Scout Health Win- 
ner merit badge during the three- 
month period, she could do it by keep- 
ing faithfully all of the items and add- 
ing four others on personal cleanliness. 

On the back of the deposit slip each 
day’s record was faithfully checked and 
at the end of two weeks transferred to 
the front of the slip. The deposit of 
the proper number of Health Points 
was then made at the Bank and en- 
tered by the Teller in the client’s book. 

The Bank closed officially after 
twelve weeks when results were checked 
up, announcements made, and the vic- 
torious health winners received their 
badges. 


Learn First Aid 
Through Bridgeport’s new game 


You, our readers, are always request- 
ing instructions for new games. And 
now we have one for you that will 
both amuse you and teach you some im- 
portant facts about first aid at the same 
time. Here it is—as described by Ger- 
trude Shapiro, of Bridgeport, Con- 
necticut. 

“The group sits around in a circle 
while the instructor tells the story of a 
make-believe hike. She makes it a very 
hot day in June. This is the story: 

“A swift passing automobile happens 

(Continued on page 48) 





Maytime means 
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So bring out yours and wash them 
: with Fels-Naptha. It will freshen 
Qh them beautifully — and easily! It 
brings you the extra help of plenty 
* — of dirt-loosening naptha and good 
N\/ goldensoap. Working together, they 
get dresses sweetly clean without 
* — hardrubbing.Motherwillappreciate 
GY this extra help for her washing, too. 
° 
S 


Ask her to get some Fels-Naptha. 


FELS-NAPTHA 


THE GOLDEN BAR WITH 
THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR 




















oiling—3-in-One! 


light mechanisms. 














size bottles. 
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Locks Stick~ 
3-in-One 


When hinges squeak, when 
the sewing machine runs 
heavily, or anything else 
about home or office needs 


It’s the oil supreme for all 
Pene- 
trates at once. Stays put. 
Provides perfect lubrication. 
Sold everywhere by grocery, 
drug, hardware, notion, depart- 


ment and general stores. Two 
size Handy Oil Cans and three 


THREE-IN-ONE OIL CO. 
130 William St., New York City 


FREE:°%¢"¢7°% sample 
*and Dictionary of 
== | Uses. Request both on a postal. 
= N&5R40 








IN SAINT PAUL 


Official Headquarters in 
Saint Paul, Minnesota 











SheGolden Sade 





Notice to New Subscribers—When you send in your 
subscription to Tue American Gint, be sure to send 
in your name and full address with it. If you don't, 
the magazine, of course, cannot go out to you. 
And you certainly want your magazine when you 
subscribe for it! 





In the June issue you'll get lots of new ideas for delicious ones 
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- Going to Camp 
this Summer? 


Make your vacation a safe one. Since 
much of your time will be spent in or 
on the water you will need the protec- 
tion offered by Kapo ‘‘Ceibasilk’’ Life 
Saving Equipment. When evening finds 
you dead tired after a day chock-full 
of adventure, just slip into a Kapo 
“Ceibasilk’’ Sleeping Roll 
for a perfect night’: rest. 














— 

~ Just the thing to give the 
beginner confidence. Its 
buoyancy eliminates water 
fright. Filled with Kapo 
“‘Ceibasilk’’ the most buoy- 
ant material known. Easily 

adjusted. Made with 
white or O. D. cloth. 

Sizes according to 
chest measure. 
Girls’ 





sizes 








= 


These soft pillows also act as life => 
Preservers. Made in a variety of 
colors in artificial leather. They meet 
government requirements for life 
breservers. Because of the ever present 
danger of tipping no girl should 
venture out in a canoe with- 
out the security offered 
by this buoyant 
pillow. Price 





» 
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— Betty Wallace well known out- 
board racer wears a KAPO 
CEIBASILK LIFE SAVING 
VEST in all her races. This 
buoyant garment eliminates the 
danger from this thrilling 
sport. Extremely com- 
fortable to wear. Sizes 
according to 
chest_ measure. 
From 


































Filled with soft, downy Kapo ‘‘Ceibasilk’’. 
Popular for camp, sleeping porch and 
general wutdoor use. It is coldproof-— 
countless tiny air cells sealed within the 
fibres of ‘‘Ceibasilk” provide perfect in- 
sulation. Easy to pack. Weighs only 12 
Ibs. Heac flap provides protection from 
wind. Extra padded pocket keeps feet 
warm. Snap fasteners on side allow the 
bag to be opened for sunning. $31.70 up. 





I am interested in a Kapo Swim Belt 0 PillowQ 
Vest D Sleeping Roll D 


Name 





Address 


KAPO PRODUCTS COMPANY 
153 Second St., E. Cambridge, Mass. 


































Girl Scouts 
Greet the May 


(Continued from page 47) 

to come by just at this moment, and as 
it scatters the dust, a tiny speck some- 
how manages to get into a girl’s eye. 
Another girl removes the speck, but in 
so doing, she bumps her nose at the 
side of her patient’s head which gives 
her a bloody nose. Another assistant 
comes to help and stops the nose from 
bleeding, but the sight of blood makes 
her faint. After she recovers from her 
spell, done by another of the group, the 
latter wishes to give her a drink, so she 
goes to a nearby river and while bend- 
ing over to fill the cup, she falls into 
the water. Another seeing this runs to 
the rescue, bringing the girl to safety, 
but in the water she cuts her foot on 
a rock. While the one who was pre- 
viously drowning is given artificial res- 
piration, the injured lifesaver is being 
attended. The one giving the respiration 
works so energetically that she is over- 
come by the heat, while the other 
somehow turns on her ankle while busily 
attending the bruised one. While the 
latter is being cured, another little nurse 
runs to help the overcome girl, and 
when this is finally achieved, misfortune 
will come about, and she slips, thereby 
breaking an arm. The one aiding uses 
a stick in dressing the injured arm, but 
not until she is finished does she notice 
that she has a sliver. A girl standing 
nearby, who is the only one who has 
not assisted in any way, removes the 
sliver, but she is disturbed over every- 
thing that has gone on and the sight 
of everybody on the ground moaning 
because of some ailment makes her go 
into hysterics. You will notice that the 
one who has bandaged the sprained 
ankle was not injured. A kind woman 
in an automobile happening to be driv- 
ing by hears both the screams of the 
girl in hysterics and the sounds of help 
from the uninjured one. She brings her 
auto to a standstill. After taking the 
girl out of her bad state, she conducts 
the party home. After this tale is told 
to the group seated in the circle, each 
girl acts her part.” 


Old England Comes to California 
A May Festival in San Mateo 


The Girl Scouts of San Mateo, Cali- 
fornia, brought a bit of Old England to 
that sunshiny state last year when they 
held a lovely May Festival in the San 
Mateo park beneath its enormous shady 
oak trees. Dressed in flowered costumes 
of English maidens and carrying May 
baskets or boxes filled with growing 
plants, the girls visited neighboring 
hospitals to cheer convalescents with 
the bright colors of May flowers. After 
a country dance around the Maypole, 
everyone joined in gay, informal fes- 
tivity followed by an attractive lunch- 
eon. In the afternoon the play “Robin 
Hood,” written by one of the Girl 
Scouts, was presented, following which 
merit badges were presented to many of 
the girls. And at the end of a lovely 


\day, a smiling spring had come to stay. 








AN ECONOMICAL 


MOTOR-BOAT 


Economy — speed — safety — and durability — 
you get these in an “Old Town” square-stern 
sponson powered with an outboard motor. She 
skims the water — shoots along as stoutly as the 
staunchest cruiser. 

The extra-strong stern cares for the weight of 
the motor. Rigidity is wrought into the ribs... 
no vibration or shaking. This and the heavy, non- 
leak canvas means she won’t “loosen up” and 
need soaking or caulking. An “Old Town” doesn’t 
require going over for a long, long time. 

Free catalog shows many outboard craft, in- 
cluding big, fast, seaworthy, all-wood family boats; 
dinghies; rowboats; speedy step-planes; and also 
all canoe types. Write today. Old Town Canoe 
Co., 195 Fourth St., Old Town, Maine. 


“Old Town Boats” 





STURDY AS A STEAMER 










Speed! Fun! Thrills galore! — 
Yours with a genuine Haskell C; 


amazingly popularity everywhere, and 
particularly with girls, that now 
these canoes at & new and 
greatly reduced price, much lower 
than ever before, 


The 
SAFE 
CANOE 


veneer is the 
Haskell 
secret! 


NOW EASY TO OWN! 


Write 
for this 


FREE \ 
BOOKLET 


HASKELL BOAT COMPANY 


pipe om —rm a 92 °R 1, ice ge), Bee 


LUDINGTON — MICHIGAN. 


BIG PRICE REDUCTION 












canoes. ‘The Haskell has met with such 





You can own a Haskell 
easily now, under the 
direct-from-factory purchase 











Girls Enjoy 
Making 
Leathercraft 


Writing folios, hand- 
bags, pocketbooks, 
belts, book covers, etc. 
are made easily. 
Graton & Knight 
Company furnish dis- 
tinctive craft leathers 
cut to shape or in 
whole skins, patterns, 
designs, tools, dyes, 
lacings, and full in- 
structions to complete 
the article. 

Send this advertise- 
ment and 25 cents for 





the 124 page Leather- 




















craft Instruction Book. 





GRATON & KNIGHT COMPANY 
Worcester, Mass. 











The irrepressible Scatter goes to camp soon— 
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Crisp, sizzling bacon! Steaming brown 
flapjacks! Hot cocoa! What a feed. All 
done and served in a jiffy with a Cello 
Mess Kit. A handy compact, one-man 
outfit for camping, or any meal in the 
open. 







CELLO 


MESS KITS - CANTEENS 


Cello Mess Kits are made of aluminum, 
7 pieces—frying pan, stew pan, pail, pail 
cover, drinking cup, tin fork and spoon, 
all packed in a khaki bag with shoulder 
strap. Weight 26 ounces. Price $2.75. 
Cello Aluminum Canteen with removable 
khaki cover (felt lined). Holds one quart. 
Weight 10 ounces. Price $2.50. 


If your dealer cannot supply you, 
write direct to 


A. S. CAMPBELL CO. 
East Boston, Mass. 


162 Prescott St. 





Introducing the 

New Hike Tents 

For Girl Scouts 
Made of Famous Powco Leke-Proof 
Canvas, forest green or brown, strongly 
made to withstand hard usage. Every 
seam reinforced. Hand sewed rings. 
Tent is four feet high, seven feet long, 
five wide. Light, compact, durable. 
Comblete with Jointed Pole and Ropes 

Sold Exclusively by 


Girl Scouts Equipment Co. 
670 Lexington Ave., New York City 











Manufactured by 
Powers & Company 
1015 Filbert St., Phila., Pa. 


Troop Leaders: 


to help you stimulate correct 
hygiene habits and guarantee 
head health and “safety”, 


we offer you special camp prices on 
our famous health shampoo, so 
suited to camp use, and these 
FREE HELPS: 
An amusing health motion picture 
film, 16mm. 
The booklet *‘Hair Hygiene™* 
A free 25c cake of Derbac to introduce 
it to you. 

Widely used in camps and schools. Rec- 
ommended by Boards of Health and Edu- 
cation, by doctors, nurses, teachers, and 
parents. 20 shampoos for 25c. Write us. 


Derbae 


Ideal for Camp! 
Cereal Soaps Co., Inc. 


Dept. G-11, 334 E. 27th St., N. Y. 











The House with the 
Cross-eyed Windows 


(Continued from page 24) 

lunch that you will not wish to miss.” 
“T was hoping you’d ask me,” Tony 
acknowledged with a grin. 

Finally they all sat down to an appe- 
tizing if hastily prepared luncheon an 
hour later, and “Cousin Algy,” as he 
asked to be called, was so interested 
in an account of the mysterious things 
that had happened ever since the Adairs’ 
arrival at the old house; that time 
skipped by before they realized it. 

“Well, Ill confess that after what 
you’ve told me, I’d want to move and 
move quickly,” he announced with em- 
phasis as he took a second cup of tea. 
“T wish that I could stay and help you 
solve the mystery, but I have to start 
for the West again tonight. I’ve only 
been East two days on business, but 
I decided that I would have to stretch 
the time long enough to enable me to 
run in and introduce myself to Cousin 
Janet.” 

“I’m so glad you did,” Mrs. Adair 
smiled. “By the way, another interesting 
sidelight on Uncle Fergus’ character was 
revealed today.” 

“Yes, Robin found some of the 
family jewelry tucked away,” laughed 
Bob. 

“Jewelry—ah, really?” The guest 
glanced up alertly. 

Robin, who had been fumbling with 
the catch, handed the case across the 
table into her cousin’s outstretched 
hands. 

“A cairngorm! A pretty enough stone, 
and an exceptionally good one, but only 
semi-precious,” murmured Cousin Algy 
abstractedly. “But I congratulate you.” 

“Yet they all laughed at me because 
I insisted upon hunting,” smiled Robin. 

“You must have searched the place 
rather thoroughly by now,” Cousin Algy 
drawled, gazing about the room reflec- 
tively. “Doesn’t it frighten you to stay 
in—well—a haunted house? At least it 
sounds like a haunted house from your 
description.” Cousin Algy followed Mrs. 
Adair back into the living room. 

Mrs. Adair fidgeted uneasily at his 
admiring tone. 

“T’'ll confess to you,” she admitted 
confidentially, lowering her voice to a 
murmur, “that I am very much upset. 
The trouble is, I don’t know in this 
case what is the best thing. For financial 
reasons this house is a blessing to us. 
But, I really think one more night like 
last night would finish me, and I would 
be forced to go. That is why I wanted 
to ask your advice as to what I had 
better do.” 

“That doesn’t sound very good,” 
Cousin Algy admitted, “and yet I don’t 
know what kind of advice to give you. 
The noises must be very bad indeed to 
make you all so uneasy. But I really 
think the best thing for you to do, 
Cousin Janet, is to stay right here. If 
by any chance you should be dis- 
turbed—” He paused and stared ab- 
stractedly at a picture on the wall while 
Mrs. Adair waited for him to continue. 








(Continued on page 50) 





You can work 
magic, too! 





























ISTEN to this . . . Right in your 
own kitchen you can make de- 
lightful, quivery, fairylike desserts . . . 
So easily, so quickly it seems too good 
to be true. The secret? Just use the new 
Royal Quick Setting Gelatin Dessert! 


Since Royal introduceda—ROYAL 
QUICK SETTING GELATIN DES- 
SERT—your gelatin dishes will be 
ready to unmould in half the time you 
have heretofore allowed. 


You'll love the delicious real fruit 
flavor of desserts made with Royal... 
the delicate, quivery texture and spar- 
kling colors. They're nourishing and 
wholesome, too! 





In the red box—the 
same color as the 
Royal Baking Pow- 
der can. Be sure 
to ask for Royal 
Gelatin Dessert — 
the quick set- 
ting kind. Just 
follow the direc- 
tions on the 
pac 


FREE: Booklet of delicious gelatin 
desserts — recipes for quivery, spar- 
kling dishes the whole family will love. 





ROYAL GELATIN DESSERT 
Product of Standard Brands Incorporated 
Dept. G-213 695 Washington Street, N.Y.C. 


_ Please send my free copy of your booklet of 
recipes for Gelatin Desserts. 


Name 
Address 
City 








State 

















And if you want to laugh—well, just wait for her! 
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Why not be “A Rambler?” 


HE fun of watching the leaves unfold, the 
birds nest, the bees return in the spring will 
be tremendously increased if you have handy 
little Nature Projects in which to jot down notes. 
The Projects are now bound in stiff green covers 
which will withstand the wear and tear of carry- 


ing in your pocket. 


NATURE PROJECTS 
Bird Finder, L-421, Garden Flower Finder, L-422, 


Land Animal Finder, 


L-425, Wild Flower Finder, 


Insect Finder, L-423 
Rock Finder, L-429 
Star Finder, L-428 


L-424, Tree Finder, 
L-426 each 40c 
each 50c 
each 10c 
each 20c 


Have you seen the new edition of the Girl Scout 
Leader’s Nature Guide? A helpful, concise guide 
for the Leader of any Nature group. 


GIRL SCOUT LEADER’ 
L-401 


S NATURE GUIDE, 
each 25c 


MAIL ORDERS TO 


GIRL SCOUTS, INC. 


670 LEXINGTON AVE., 
or 


NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Purchase From Your Local Department Store Agency 











IN BROOKLYN 





Official headquarters for Girl 
and Boy Scout clothing and 


IN MIDDLETOWN 


L. STERN CO. 


MIDDLETOWN, N. Y. 








accessories is at A & S— 





where a special department 
awaits you. 


ABRAHAM & STRAUS n« 











IN NEW YORK 
TRADE SALES AGENTS 





for “Scouting for Girls,” 
official Girl Scouts’ manual 
THE BAKER & TAYLOR CO. 


Wholesale Dealers in the Books of All Publishers 


55 Fifth Ave. NEW YORK At Twelfth St. 








Continue the Habit—If you have acquired the habit of getting subscriptions for the recent 
Subscription Contest, don’t give it up now. Remember, you can earn premiums by bringing in 
new subscribers. Write for the Premium List today. 














The House with the 
Cross-eyed Windows 


(Continued from page 49) 
“Then,” he added gravely, “it would be 
best to move at once. In time you might 
be able to sell—” 

“Not for three years by the terms of 
the will,” interrupted Mrs. Adair. 

“Well, in three years’ time gossip 
will probably die down, and you may 
be able to dispose of the place to some 
advantage. That is why you are wise 
not to speak of these weird happenings 
at all. Haunted houses are not a good 
investment, you know,” he finished with 
a whimsical smile. Then, as the young 
folks came trooping in, he realized that 
she wished the subject changed, and 
he began ta put on his hat and overcoat. 
“And now I really must be going, if I 
am to get my train.” 

They all followed him down to the 
gate and stopped for a final chat after 
saying goodbye to Mrs. Perry. 

Cousin Algy paused in his farewells 
to slap his pockets with a rueful look 
at Mrs. Adair. 

“T do believe I left my cigarettes on 
the table in the living room,” he apolo- 
gized. “I’ll just run back and see.” 

“T’ll go,” volunteered Bob, but Cousin 
Algy was already taking the porch steps 
three at a time. 

“Tt seems to me I noticed a package 
of cigarettes on the floor,’ Tony mused 
thoughtfully. “I’ll skip back and help 
him look.” 

His step was light, and as his rubber- 
soled sneakers made no noise, he hur- 
ried across the porch and into the living 
room without the slightest sound to tell 
of his coming. Then, as his glance 
traveled across the room, his lips formed 
in a soundless whistle of astonishment 
as he silently retraced his steps and 
paused on the porch to think over what 
he had seen. 

For the Adair’s Cousin Algy had been 
down on his knees before the old grand- 
father clock in the corner, fumbling 
with the inside of the case. 


CHAPTER XII 
A Cross-eyed Man—and a Ghost 


“Tt certainly looks very strange to 
me.” Tony, seated cross-legged upon the 
ground, glanced at the deeply interested 
audience of three that confronted him. 

“You say he was on his knees beside 
the c-clock?” Robin faltered. 

Tony nodded emphatically. “Yes, he 
was fumbling in the clock case. But 
as bad luck would have it, the boards 
squeaked, and he was up on his feet 
before you could say ‘Jack Robinson.’ 
Of course, then I ran in with lots of 
noise, but by that time he was picking 
up his cigarettes from under the arm- 
chair as cool as could be. I think your 
cousin suspects there is something valu- 
able hidden around this place.” 

“Tt certainly does look so,” Robin 
agreed. “He probably left those ciga- 
rettes in the house purposely as a blind.” 

“Maybe he thought he left ’em in the 

(Continued on page 52) 





Are you planning for camp? Do you need camp equipment ?— 
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The Funniest Joke I 
Have Heard This Month 





Not Guilty 


FarMer: Say, drop that poison 
ivy! 
City Visitor: Tut, tut, calm your- 
self, my good man. This wasn’t 
picked on your land.—Sent by Mar- 
1on Aaron, Brooklyn, New York, 


Send THe AMERICAN GIRL your 
funniest joke, telling us your name, 
age, and address. A book will be 
awarded to every girl whose joke is 
published in this space. 




















News to Him 

Wire: John, I’m writing a paper on 
calendar reform for our club. Do you 
know which Pope gave us our present 
calendar? 

HussBAND: Pope? Good Heavens! I 
thought it came from our grocer.—Sent 
by Heten Roevet, Bloomfield, New 
Jersey. 


A Larger 


Louis 





FURNITURE SALESMAN: This, madam, 
is a genuine Louis Fourteenth bed. 

Mrs. NEWLyRICH: I like it, only it 
looks a trifle small. Haven’t you one a 
size larger—a Louis Sixteenth, for in- 
stanceP—Sent by AticeE GeorcE, Santa 
Monica, California. 


Why Not? 


A young man home from college, who 
wished to inspire his little sister with 
awe of his learning, pointed to a star and 
said, “Amy, do you see that bright star? 
It is bigger than the whole world!” 

“No, it isn’t,” said his sister. 

“Yes, it is,” declared the collegian. 

“Then why doesn’t it keep off the 
rain?”—Sent by Mary Parker, Man- 
chester, New Hampshire. 


She Knew Nature 


Betty, who had just returned from 
camp where she had studied nature, and 
her friend, Jean, were seated in the park. 

“IT just felt a raindrop,” said Jean. 
“We'd better go home.” 

“Nonsense,” replied Betty. “We are 
under a weeping willow, that’s all.”— 
Sent by Marton E. Gray, Lansdowne, 
Pennsylvania. 

















Teachers 


Praised Her 


School Work... 


Friends loved her 
readiness for fun! 


"THOSE two qualities seem unusual. Girls 
who spend most of their spare time at 
study are supposed to be “sobersides,” and 
girls who have plenty of time for social activ- 
ities are not supposed to lead in scholarship. 
Yet there are thousands of school students 
receiving high marks in class work and ex- 
aminations, who have plenty of time for 
popularity in the many pleasures that eve- 
nings and Saturdays offer. 


They have found the new, time-saving way 
to study their lessons and prepare for quizzes 
and examinations. They own one of the 
CEBCO REVIEW BOOKS for every diffi- 
cult subject they are studying, and they 
wouldn't trade one of those books for a 
whole library! 


CEBCO REVIEW BOOKS contain in con- 
densed form all the essential information 
that is covered by regular school text books. 
They are prepared by teachers of long ex- 
perience, who know what to include and 
what to leave out—and much of the infor- 
mation is based on the very questions that are 
likely to be asked in examinations! It is easy 
to see what a great saving of time these won- 
derful books afford. No more long evenings 
of solid study . . . no more cramming for 
exams ... no more giving up of the freedom 
for pleasure that is every student's right 
after school hours are over! 


ll, 





“TI passed my examin- 
ations third highest in 
a class of fifty"—“I 
was never afraid of 
being called on for 


REDUCED | recitation in class”"— 
“I averaged over 
PRICE 95%"—“The teacher 


ordered CEBCO RE- 
VIEW BOOKS for 
the whole class”"—“I 
now find school life a 


for complete set 


By acting now on this 
limited-time offer, you 
will make your entire 


path through High | pleasure.” These are 
School easier. : “ f 
The 13 Cebco High just a few lines nd 
e . . 

School titles (see list in. | Praise from girls who 
coup) foe #805-Tuls | have won with 
montn, 8 

is offered at $6.70 CEBCO. More than 


34,000 teachers have 
expressed their ap- 
proval and endorse- 
ment of these books 


CEBCO 
—the simplified 


new way to study 


Take advantage of this 
special price. You save 
$1.35 in cash, and hun- 
dreds of hours in time 
and worry. 


























as an aid to higher school standings. And 
when you show your Review Books to your 
teacher, she'll probably recommend them to 
the entire class. Show them to your friends 
and win their heartfelt thanks. 


And the best part of it is that these books 
are available to everybody—to you! They 
are expertly edited, neatly printed, and 
priced at a very inexpensive figure. We 
have made it easy for you to send for them, 
examine them and make them your own. 


Just check on the list below the subjects 
with which you are having difficulty, or 
take advantage of the special quantity cash- 
saving offer and send for the complete set 
—to gain higher standings in all your stud- 
ies. Then clip the coupon at once, before 
you turn this page. Mail it without delay. 
Today. The books will be in your hands by 
return mail. 





COLLEGE ENTRANCE 
BOOK CO., INC. 


102 Fifth Ave. 
» Dept. A-5, New York 
























5st REGENTS 
I “ology 
2 








Compact, well-printed, rang- 
ing from 64 to 208 pages— 
each Cebco title covers its sub- 
ject completely . . . in the 
fewest possible words—in the 
least possible time. 











College Entrance Book Co., Inc. 
102 Fifth Ave., Dept. A-5, New York 


Please send me at once the titles checked below. 
Money order, check or coin enclosed. 








CD BiOlODy  .ncncsesereee 55¢ ©) Elementary 

© Physics Algebra ............ 80¢ 
0 Chemistry _......... 65c 0 Geometry 

0 French, 2 yrs. .... 55¢ i 40c 
0 French, 3 yrs. .... 55¢ 0 6-A History........ 30¢ 
© Spanish, 2, 3, 4 0 6-B History ...... 30¢ 
MI, -ccpenesnnencadines 65¢ 0 7-A History ...... 30¢ 
© English, 4 yrs..... 65¢ 0 7-B History ........ 30c 
Cees 65c 0 8-A History........ 30¢ 
(0 Companion to O 8-B History ........ 30¢ 
EE cascncnes 55¢ 0 5-A Geography... 30¢ 
1 Comp’n to Cicero 70¢ a enn gy = 
odern History 55c ee SON.» S08 
yo eae 55¢ 06-8 Geography... 30¢ 
© Ancient and Me- 0 7-A Geography... 30¢ 
dieval History... 65c 07-B Geography.... 30¢ 


(PLEASE PRINT) 


Name. 








Address. 


State. 
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| 
| 
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I 
| 
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0 Economics 
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Complete your uniform with 


this handsome knife 









ee Vien: 


The ULSTER 


OFFICIAL 


GIRL SCOUT KNIFE 


Here is a necessary piece of equipment for the girl 
who wants to be useful and to help others as the Girl 
Scout laws dictate. With this handy knife she can per- 
form many important tasks in camp and on the trail. 
When the luncheon stop is made the girl with an 
Ulster Knife is usually the first to get the fire started. 
She makes the broiling sticks, the crane and, if there 
are any cans to be opened, she does the job in a jiffy 
with the efficient little can opener in her knife. She 
also finds plenty of use for the bottle opener, the 
screw driver and the combined punch and scraper. 










The handsome bone stag handle which bears a neat 
fi little Girl Scout emblem and the fine finish of this 
opi sturdy knife make it desirable from the standpoint 

e 0/” of good looks as well as utility. You will be proud 
<—— KNIFE to own an Ulster Official Knife. 

If your local store does not stock the ’ 

ULSTER Official Girl Scout Knife, order 
it by mail from the National Girl Scout ; 
Equipment Department. § 
THE ULSTER KNIFE WORKS a 
Dwicut Divine & Sons, Inc. = 
ELLENVILLE, N. Y. A 
= 
Actual 
size 
















iP EITHER DESIGN SHOWN. SILVER PLATE 35¢ EA.: 12 ~\ 
Ys OR MORE. $3.50 DOZ.; STERLING SILVER OR GOLD 

4 PLATE. 50¢ EA.: 12 OR MORE. $5.00 DOZ.: 1 OR 2 
COLORS ENAMEL, ANY 3 LETTERS AND DATE. 


BASTIAN BROS. CO. 016 sastsan ecco. ROCHESTER, N. Y. 
Corner Your Pictures-aibum 


where you can keep them safe and en- 
joy them always. 

: 5 an »-3 

2 styles Colors 

are on sale at Photo Supply and Album 
counters everywhere. They are the only 
Puisk. Easy, Artistic, No Paste, No 

oid way to mount Kodak 













Not a sample but a full-size Se bar of our 
delicious new Milk Chocolate Bar just out, 
absolutely free to every one who writes. 
Chance to introduce to friends and make 
money. A delicious, rich flavor. Rush name 
and address for FREE full-size bar. Send 
no money. Answer at once. Dept. 1002, 
Milton Gordon Ch Co., Cincinnati, O 


——_ — ——_ 


Prints. A 
dime brings 100 and samples to try. 


- Writ 
BUYS Dept. 4G. ENGEL MFG. CO. 
40° 4711 N. Clark St., Chicago 
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NOTICE: If you change your address, be sure to let THE AMERICAN Girt know, if you 
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The House with the 
Cross-eyed Windows 


(Continued from page 50) 
clock,” suggested Tony sarcastically. 

“P-perhaps he just thought the clock 
was an antique,” said Allison in a low 
voice, her conscience giving her sev- 
eral guilty twinges. 

“Antique nothing,” exploded Bob. 
“Do you know I’ve a good notion to 
write Cousin Algy and ask him what 
he was looking for.” 

“As if he’d tell you. And where 
would you write anyway?” put in 
Robin disdainfully. 

“Mr. Bruce would know his address, 
I’m quite certain. Say, I think [ll run 
into town and have a talk with him. 
I'd like his advice.” Bob sat up ener- 
getically at this idea and turned an eager 
face toward his twin who gave him an 
approving look. But Allison objected. 

“Mr. Bruce doesn’t know us at all, 
and he'll think we’re a lot of lunatics,” 
she burst out hotly. 

Bob stared at her in surprise. It was 
most unlike Allison to be so excited 
over such a small matter, but she ac- 
tually looked as if tears were not far 
distant, and Robin spoke soothingly. 

“Still, we do need advice very badly, 
and I agree with Bob that the family 
lawyer is the best person to consult.” 

At this, to the distress of them all, 
Allison burst into a perfect flood of 
tears. Of course there was no way for 
them to know that an uneasy conscience 
and a sleepless night were to blame. 

As she mopped her eyes with Tony’s 
hastily proffered handkerchief, she pon- 
dered dolefully. “Oh dear, oh dear,” 
she reflected between hiccupy sobs. “If 
Mr. Bruce comes here I’ll ave to ’fess 
up, and I'll be so ashamed to admit that 
I found a book in the hiding place in the 
clock, and then lost it. Why, it might 
have been a code or cipher.” As this idea 
flashed through her mind her tears 
started afresh, and it was Tony who 
averted a second storm by jumping to 
his feet and pulling Allison up with him. 

“Let’s all walk down to the store, and 
I'll treat to ice cream cones,” he sug- 
gested tactfully. 

Nevertheless after another nearly 
sleepless night, it was a very quiet and 
white faced Allison who appeared at the 
breakfast table next morning and Mrs. 
Adair cast several uneasy glances toward 
her younger daughter. 

“T don’t want you to attempt to clean 
any of those bookshelves,” she an- 
nounced firmly. “You look fagged out, 
Allison, and you must take it easy today 
while we’re away. Are you sure you don’t 
mind being left alone in the house, 
child? Perhaps you had better join 
Robin on her tutoring rounds in town 
later in the day.” 

“T have some things I want to do,” she 
replied evasively to all their questions. 

“Now remember, I don’t want you to 
touch those bookshelves or to do any 
cleaning,” Mrs. Adair reminded her. 

It seemed very quiet alone and she 
sank down drearily on one of the frayed 
horsehair chairs and stared at the grand- 
father clock resentfully. 
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“I wish I could make you tell all you 
know,” she muttered fiercely. And as she 
lapsed into a gloomy reverie the door bell 
rang. She walked over to open the heavy 
front door, and there confronting her she 
saw the cross-eyed man. 

Robin, with a dish towel in her hand, 
had appeared in response to the bell’s 
insistent clamor, and together with wide 
open eyes both girls stared at this un- 
welcome stranger with the horrified fas- 
cination with which they might have 
gazed at a snake. 

Apparently their unfriendly expression 
made no impression on the cross-eyed 
man at all, and before they could make 
any move to block him, he had in some 
way slipped through the door, and walked 
part way into the living room, with 
Allison and Robin at his heels. 

“T wonder if he’d go if we showed him 
we hadn’t anything to burgle,” thought 
Allison in a panic, jumping nervously as 
the stranger presented her with a calling 
card on which “Mr. Henry Hunt” was 
neatly engraved. 

“May I see your mother?” inquired 
the cross-eyed Mr. Hunt, advancing far- 
ther into the room and inspecting the 
place with a lightning glance. 

Robin found her voice, although with 
an effort. “Couldn’t you tell me your 
business?” she suggested. 

Meanwhile the stranger circled round 
and round the room, peering into corners. 

“T wanted to rent a room and thought 
possibly your mother would take me as 
a boarder,” he explained. 

Allison’s lip curled scornfully. Did 
he really think they believed such a lame 
excuse, after having seen him crouched 
on his knees peeping through their win- 
dow, that day in the garden? Then she 
held her breath as he came to a pause 
before the grandfather clock. 

“This is very old?” questioned the 
cross-eyed man suddenly. 

“I believe it is an antique,” Allison 
returned with dignity. 

“No, no, no. I mean the house,” he 
snapped. 

“It is said to be the oldest house in 
this state,’ Robin made answer as she 
edged toward the door. 

“Then is this the octagon library?” 
demanded the cross-eyed man. Darting 
across the room before the girls were 
aware of his intention, he unbolted the 
communicating door. 

This high-handed action was quite too 
much for Robin, and angry sparkles 
came into her brown eyes as she seized 
the hat which he had placed on the table 
and held it out to him. 

“Mother is not renting rooms, Mr. 
Hunt,” Robin said, her voice shaking a 
bit with nervousness but with her smooth 
black head held defiantly erect. 

“But maybe if I see her personally, 
your mother might consent to taking me 
as a lodger,”’ the man persisted quite as 
if he had not heard the last words, while 
he lifted a dusty volume from one of the 
shelves and gave the leaves a careless 
flip with his finger. “I could wait here 
until she returns. I have plenty of time. 

“Tf you girls have anything you want 
to do, don’t mind me,” continued the 
cool Mr. Hunt. “You go right ahead.” 

(Continued on page 54) 
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The lean-to tent may be pitched with two 
ponchos as pictured above. It may also be pitched 
with one poncho by omitting the ground cloth 


The over-mght tent may be pitched with two 
ponchos as pictured above. If a ground cloth is 











wanted, the third poncho may be laid on the and by fastening the tent to the ground by cords 
ground as shown in the lean-to tent | through eyelets as pictured in the overnight tent 
" 
| 
PONCHO WITH FIVE USES. A special type of poncho of high-grade Balloon cloth specially treated, 


makes the material waterproof, windproof and dustproof. The snaps and eyelets are so placed along 
the sides and at one end to give the poncho five practical uses. 


$-694—First Quality (Feather Weight), 2% Ibs. $11.00 
Mail Orders to 


GIRL SCOUTS, INC. 


670 LEXINGTON AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 
or Purchase From Your Local Department Store Agency 


$-695—Second Quality (Medium Weight), 3% Ibs. $6.50 


IDEAL CAMP BOAT 


Substantially built, 
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Priced! 








pleasing in appearance, 
safe, light, 
and easy to 








KEYSTONE 

SEA SCOUT BOAT WORKS 

MODEL Seventh Below Pine Sts. 
DARBY, PA. 


WRITE FOR FOLDERS AND PRICES ON OUR COMPLETE LINE 
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Do you know Jack-Knife Cookery? 


What can a jack-knife accomplish? Read James 
Wilder’s rollicking cook-book Jack-Knife Cook- 
ery. It is full of intriguing illustrations and tempt- 
ing recipes gathered from Cape Cod to California, 


Borneo to Waikiki. 


JACK-KNIFE COOKERY, L-980 


$2.00 


Just the knife for Jack-Knife Cookery is the 
Girl Scout Combination Knife. It has a prac- 
tical can opener, a screw driver, a bottle opener, 
a bone stag handle, strong tempered steel blade 


and leather pouch. 


GIRL SCOUT COMBINATION KNIFE, Y-501 $1.50 


And there is Kettles and Campfires, a valuable 
little cook-book for the hasty and tasty meal out 


of doors. 


KETTLES AND CAMPFIRES, L-251 


i dione $.50 


MAIL ORDERS TO 


GIRL SCOUTS, INC. 


670 LEXINGTON AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Purchase From Your Local Department Store Agency 

















Warburton House 


Philadelphia's Newest Hotel 
EXCLUSIVELY FOR WOMEN 


Within walking distance of theatres and 
shopping district 


Ideal stopping place when enroute to sea- 
shore resorts, New York or Washington 


Single rooms 2.00 to 4.00 a day 
Double rooms 4.00 to 5.00 a day 
Weekly rates 


20th and Sansom Streets 
PHILADELPHIA 


ACO 
ATIK DYES 


also (Recognized Standard ) 
BEAUTIFUL BATIK PATTERNS 
Write for information—Free 
BACHMEIR & CO., Inc., Dept. 10 
434 West 37th St. New York City 


Powder or 
Liquid 




















TURN STONES INTO MONEY 


Make necklaces, bracelets, etc. of our 
jewels and imitation precious stones. Sell 
them to your friends. Fascinating hobby. 
Good profits. You can do it easily. We'll 
show you how. Write today. 


MASTEROFP’S _ %!2Archst: Devt. ac 


Philadelphia, Pa. 











The House with the 
Cross-eyed Windows 


(Continued from page 53) 
Robin set her lips firmly and severely. 
“Really, Mr. Hunt, you can hardly 

expect us to allow a total stranger to 
browse through our library,” she ex- 
claimed in a tone in which there was 
more than a hint of temper. “We're not 
renting rooms, and as we are busy, I 
must ask you to leave. Here’s your hat. 
If you don’t go immediately I shall be 
forced to call B-Bruin.” 

It was the long continued barking of 
a dog in the distance that had given 
Robin this idea, and luckily it worked. 
The same sound had forced itself on Mr. 
Hunt’s attention by reason of its snarl- 
ing insistence, and the ferocious name 
“Bruin” brought up visions of a large 
German police dog, as Robin had hoped 
it would do. 

Allison’s mouth opened in a soundless 
“O” of astonishment, while she shot an 
admiring glance at her resourceful sister 
as the cross-eyed man made for the door. 

“T shall—” he began from the thresh- 
old, but the door slammed shut on his 
heels. 

While inside, leaning weakly against 
the panels, the two girls giggled ner- 
vously as a very small gray kitten 
crawled out from under the piano and 
capered about in dizzy circles. 

Robin hated to leave Allison that 
afternoon. “I think you ought to come 
into town with me,” she reiterated. “I 
won’t have a comfortable minute all the 
time I’m away. I’d feel much more com- 
fortable if you would come with me. 
Why won’t you, Allison? What are you 
planning to do?” 

“Goodness, Rob, I’m not a baby! Do 
stop worrying,” Allison replied. 

“Well-l, can you blame me? Promise 
me, Allison, that if the door bell rings 
you won’t go to the door.” 

“Oh, I promise you that,” Allison 
agreed promptly. 

Then a sudden recollection made her 
bounce to her feet with a stifled ex- 
clamation. 

“The cairngorm, Rob,” she burst out 
in a rising crescendo. “Where did you 
hide it, and are you quite sure it’s safe? 
Wouldn’t it be dreadful if the cross-eyed 
man stole it?” 

Robin gave an exasperating chuckle. 

“Who’s worried and nervous now?” she 
demanded calmly as she ambled slowly 
toward the door. 

“Robin Adair, stop teasing. Js the 
cairngorm safe?” 

And Robin relented sufficiently to say, 
“Bob took it to town. I thought it would 
be safer.” 

Then she waved a hurried goodbye, as 
she dashed for her trolley. 

Allison lost no time after her sister’s 
departure in tying the biggest gingham 
apron she could find about her, and 
making for the kitchen. Twenty minutes 
later she was making ginger cookies. 

Robin always thoroughly enjoyed the 
ride each way. But today it seemed 
twice as long as usual going home. 

But when Cloverdale was reached at 
last, Robin laughed at her own nervous 
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Keep Comfy 


at Camp 





COAT SWEATER 


For really chilly weather the heavy 
dark green coat-sweater is just what 
you will want. This, like the college 
and athletic sweaters, is made of 
the finest all-wool yarn, knitted in 
the popular shaker stitch. 


J-506 . ..... . $8.00 





PULL-OVER SWEATER 


Everyone wants a_ light-weight 
sweater in camp. This pull-over 
sweater of dark green wool jersey 
is especially suited to be worn with 
your Girl Scout Camp Uniform. 


Beeb i ww we ss OO 


MAIL ORDERS TO 


GIRL SCOUTS, INC. 


670 Lexington Ave., New York, N. Y. 
or 
Purchased From Your Local Department 


Store Agency 








fears. As she hurried across the fields her 
spirits rose with a bound, and she paused 
to pick a big bunch of the pink ramblers 
that were blooming in tangled luxuriance 
along the fence by the house. 

“These will look lovely on the table 
tonight,” she thought as she skipped up 
the steps and quietly opened the door. 
Her nose unerringly guided her steps 
kitchenward, where a plate of ginger 
cookies was on the table. 

Robin ate a crumbly one with keen 
relish, although she shook a disapproving 
head at this evidence showing how some 
of her sister’s time had been spent. | 

“I wonder why she made so few,” | 
she mused in perplexity, and looked with 
wistful eyes at the small brown stack of 
crisp cookies. 

Investigation proved the crock to be 
as empty as old Mother Hubbard’s cup- 
board and with a disappointed air Robin 
turned aside to arrange her flowers. She 
half expected to hear the sound of a key | 
in the lock, and to see Allison come | 
hurrying in from her stroll, but the | 
unbroken quietness of the house at last 
put another idea in her mind. 

“Maybe she’s taking a nap.” 

She stole quietly up the staircase and 
through her mother’s room and the entry 
beyond until she reached her own door, 
where she stopped to listen. 

A slight noise from downstairs made 
her pause for an instant, but reflecting 
that of course it was only Bruin, she 
turnea the door knob gently and peeped 
through the narrow crack, half expect- 
ing to see Allison’s curly head snuggled 
down on the pillow. 

But the big cretonne covered bed was 
empty, and as Robin quietly pushed the | 
door wide open, a rustle at the other | 
end of the room made her give a startled | 
glance over her shoulder while her heart 
thudded with terror. 

“Oh, Uncle F-Fergus. We thought you 
were d-dead,” she shrieked, swaying 
where she stood while she fought to keep 
her reeling senses. 

Then the room went around in circles, 
and Robin fainted as she saw the door 
behind her unceremoniously flung open, 
and the cross-eyed man, holding a revol- 
ver in his hand, dashed into the room. 











What has happened so far in this story | 


The five members of the Adair family 
have moved to an old house left them by 
their Scotch and miserly Uncle Fergus. 
Robin and Bob, the twins, meet Alastair | 
MacIntyre, long-time friend of Uncle | 
Fergus. He tells them of eerie happenings 
in the old house, which Robin names | 
“The House with the Cross-Eyed Win- 
dows.” The whole family hears weird 
moans and the sound of bagpipes. And 
when they receive a strange visit from 
the aristocratic Miss Sharpe, who shows 
a peculiar interest in an old clock, Alli- 
son becomes suspicious. Looking around | 
in the dead of night, she finds a leather- 














MILE STONES 


A FIVE YEAR DIARY 


Keep campfire 
memories alive 
in this lovely diary 


HINK of the wonderful times 

ahead of you at camp this summer 
. + « Canoeing, swimming, hiking, eve- 
nings around the campfire! You'll 
have lots of pleasant things to remem- 
ber. But why not enjoy them over and 
over again by writing them down as 
they happen. Ask Mother or Dad to 
give you a diary among your going- 
away presents. 


Just look at the beautiful Standard 
Diary illustrated above. It is a 5-year 
diary with lock and key. You can jot 
down interesting experiences each year 
at camp, also boarding school days and 
gay winter parties on your vacation. 
The style shown is beautifully bound 
in genuine Stag-grain leather. It comes 
in three colors—rose, blue and green. 
The price is only $2.50. 


There are many other styles of 
Standard Diaries in a choice of at- 
tractive leather bindings in the newest 
colors, at prices from $1 to $5. Station- 
ery stores everywhere have them. The 
coupon below will bring you our illus- 
trated booklet of the complete assort- 
ment. Should your dealer not have the 
diary illustrated, *‘Mile Stones”, No. 
1444, enclose your check or money- 
order for $2.50 with the coupon. Clip 
it out and show it to Mother or Dad 
today. 


STANDARD 
DIARIES 


To your dealer or 


THE STANDARD DIARY CO., Dept. 4.6. 
26 Blackstone St., Cambridge, Mass. 


bound book in the clock; but it disap-| (1) Enclosed find $2.50 (check) (money-order) 


. . 
pears before morning. 


} 


Ghosts! Revolvers! A hidedus cross- 


eyed man! Can the mystery be solved? It | Name 


" : ° 9 
certainly can—as you will see in June—in | 


the final installment. 


for Standard Diary, “Mile Stones’’, No. 1444, 


(rose) (green) (blue). 


| (2) Send booklet of Standard Diary line. 
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Don’t miss the thrilling new serial by Edith Ballinger Price 
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Let’s Go Hikin 














Hixe Pack, L-161. A guide 
for your spring hike......$ .05 






Pack Basket, with harness. 


OE alee ES | nn $2.25 
a Ie idle CY re 3.25 
Size 18" Y-943........0<sc000 3.75 
Rucx Sack, 17" x 19°", 


WED icsascskcotinccoracnces 2.85 


Compass,plain, K-581....$1.00 
Luminous Dial, K-582 1.50 





CoMBINATION KNIFEY-501....$1.50 
Heavy Two Bape Knire, Y-502 
‘<ittidesandantinabas aia Midi ticaabhbiiedideea bel aii 1.00 
WoopMaAn’'s KnirE, Y-513...... 2.00 
Hanp Axe, 11% lb., Y-521........ 1.85 









Mess Kit, W-811 
CANTEEN, 1 qt. size, 
BOE cscs Aacindaaiisabaties 2.50 





Nature Projects, Bird, 
L-421; Flower, L-426; Tree, 
Te >, ee each .40 
Insect, L-423........ each .50 


MAIL ORDERS TO 


GIRL SCOUTS, INC. 


670 LEXINGTON AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. Girt Scout Konak, K-631. 

or Leatherette case with insig- 
nia which fastens to the 
Purchase From Your Local Department Store Agency Ree sr ees $6.00 








Do youneed a flashlight or a knife, a poncho or a wrist-watch for camp?— 
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Rexevatt 


Bugle saved us 


WE were lost. The com- 
pass needle still pointed 
north. But what good did 
that do us? We didn’t know 
which direction the main 
camp was in. Our map was 
worthless. But our Rexcraft 
Bugle wasn’t. The clear, 
penetrating notes reached camp! Baek 
came an answer from the camp bugler. 
Cross country we followed the “trail of 
sound”. And thankfully we sat down 
to a good hot supper before dark. 


A Rexcraft Official Girl Scout Bugle 
adds to the safety of hikes. Made in 
key of “G”, slide to “F”. Highly pol- 
ished brass finish. Price $5.00 at music 
dealers, Girl Scout Departments and 
the National Equipment Department. 
Write us if you cannot find the 
Rexcraft Official Bugle. 


REXCRAFT INC, 
57 Jay Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
VW orld’s Largest Makers of Bugles 
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Where’s your Badge? 


A Girl Scout Badge is more than a 
mark of beauty for your uniform. 
It’s an emblem proclaiming your loy- 
alty and service to the order and 
laws that you stand for. Badges sig- 
nify honors you've received . . . wear 
yours and be proud that you can 
claim them! 
Girl Scout Badges are well made and 
attractively designed by 
Lion Brothers Co., Inc. 
World’s largest Emblem manufacturers 
Baltimore, Md. 


Sold only through Girl Scout National Equip- 
ment Headquarters, New York. 

















For $1.85 we will send prepaid the above GENUINE IN- 
VIAN BRACELET hand hammered out of sterling silver 
by NAVAJO and PUEBLO INDIANS of New Mexico, and 
set with genuine, high grade turquoise matrix, together 
with leaflet illustrating and explaining symbols used by 
Indians in decorating silverware, pottery and blankets. 
Money refunded * not entirely satisfactory. 
SOUTHWEST ARTS AND CRAFTS 
Gans Bidg., Santa . N. Mex. 
Indian Traders and Wholesalers 








$100 to $500 f Cartoonists ‘Today 


Do You Like to Draw? 


Oily, te Hons Famous Cartoon 
ik Will Teach You 
A A - resting Course in 
Cartooning, consisting of 30 levene illustrat- 
ed with over 300 original drawings by om ~ 
America’s famous cartoonists. Nv bet 
Course at any price. Sent pesignld any ~ ate 
on earth for only $1. 
Satis faction Guaranteed 

Billy Hon’s Cartoon Stud 

P. 0. Box 960 (G) Womywood Calif, 

















When Stamps Are 
Your Hobby 


By OSBORNE B. BOND 


HE Graf Zeppelin will spring into 

the limelight again very shortly. At 
the time this column is being written the 
ship is being overhauled for her summer 
flight across the South Atlantic. Before 
this trip is made there will be several 
trips made to the Alps and Austria. Some 
time in May the Zeppelin will leave her 
base at Friedrichshafen to make the first 
crossing by a dirigible of the South 
Atlantic Ocean. The present plans are 
for the ship to go to Rio de Janeiro in 
Brazil. On the return trip to Germany 
the ship will come north to the United 
States and will make a visit at Lake- 
hurst, from where the round-the-world 
flight was started last year. During July 
and August the ship will make two ex- 
cursions to North Cape on the edge of 
the Arctic Circle. 

It is highly probable that mail will be 
carried on all these voyages, as the Graf 
Zeppelin has carried mail on all her 
previous trips. Your stamp editor will 
endeavor to make the necessary arrange- 
ments to have a card or letter addressed 
to you and carried on one of these flights 
if you will write him at once that you 
are interested. The preliminary plans are 
now being made but it is not possible to 
promise that we will be successful in the 
attempt. 


All of you will probably be glad to see 
the new triangular stamp which has just 
made its appearance in Iceland. This is 
for use on air mail letters within the 
island and to prepay the air mail fee on 
letters sent abroad Of course there is 
no air mail service from Iceland to other 
countries at this time. You can have an 
unused copy of this stamp for ten cents 
if you want it. 

Italy is preparing a new set of air mail 
postage stamps which will consist of five 
different denominations and will illus- 
trate four designs. The values are fifty 
and eighty centesimi, one, two, and five 
lire. The stamps will probably appear 
some time during the early summer. 

Germany has under consideration the 
issuing of a special postage stamp to 
commemorate the final evacuation of the 
Rhineland by the Armies of Occupation. 
The design of the stamp if issued, will 
probably include a portrait of the late 
Doctor Stresemann. 

We learn that a very beautiful set of 
stamps is about to be issued by Algeria. 
This is a pictorial series which has been 
prepared in Paris and is in connection 
with the centenary of the Union of 
Algeria and France. I have heard that the 
set will comprise fourteen denomina- 
tions and will be of a charity nature; that 
is, the stamps will be sold at double their 
face value. The extra amount of money 


thus realized will be turned over to - 


charity. I am not very much in accord 
with this particular type of postage 
stamp but as long as countries continue 
to issue them we must continue to col- 
lect them. 





| Dead Country Packet 


Contains 18 all different countries 
which no longer issue stamps. Epirus, 
Ingermanland, Crete, Prussia, White 
Russia, Victoria, New South Wales, 
Western Australia, Queensland, form- 
er German Colonies and many others. 
This packet of stamps from obsolete 
countries for only 10¢ to approval 
applicants. 
DE KALB STAMP CO. 

Box 80 Garrett, Ind. 


Thrilling War Scenes 


A packet of all different stamps showing exciting scenes 
and records of nations at war. Includes siege guns; firing 
squad; mounted troops; prisoners of war; fire-pot hurlers; 
hand-to-hand bayonet struggle; bloody battle scenes ; troop 
transport; red cross stamp; dying soldier ; victory stamps, 
etc. Send for this thrilling ‘Big Parade’’ packet at once— 
limited supply. Only 10c to approval applicants. 

Mass. 


W. A. ROWELL, 58 Cornhill, Boston, 


WE GIVE BIG PACKET OF 
FOREIGN STAMPS 


To all sending 10c (coin) and 2c stamps for the 
VIKING SPECIAL STAMP ALBUM. Holds 
nearly 1,000 stamps. Places for U. S. Commems. 
Fully illustrated. Bound in orange cover, size 5 x 
7%. All purchasers GIVEN Argonaut Stamp Club 
membership, Club Pin, perf. gauge and stamp Biages. 
ARGONAUT STAMP COMPANY 
Dept. 4V New Canaan, Conn, 


ANCHER’S $ $ $ OUTFIT—ONLY 12c 


Fine triangle stamp; set German stamps with (prewar) 
value of forty million dollars (interesting); perforation 
gauge and mm. scale. 1 air-mail set; scarce stamp from 
smallest republic 1 newspaper set; packet 
good stamps from Travancore, Malay, Dutch Indies, 
ete., etc.—entire outfit for 
Nice pocket stockbook, val. 


ANCHER STAMP CO., 
. FILARc ST STAMP 
. HE WORLD 


Fine packet 65 different stamps from Cape Verde, Jamaica, Denemaigae, 
Syria, etc., including dying soldier, beautiful wome' ma 

Largest Stamp in the W: hin 
boty given absolut ay free reich each ra A SU PP LY Mite p= 
SEND YOUR 5c TOI 
WESTERN PHILATELISTS, 6021 Harper Ave., H5, 


THE MAP PACKET 


contains 10 different Map Stamps from the two Hemi- 
spheres. Also a packet of different stamps with animals, 
ye ships and scenery to approval applicants, all for 
a 


S. E. SAXE, 1427 N. 58th St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


RARE CONGO 
AIRMAIL! 


(Also 6 other airmail stamp: 
are included in our Dacket of 61 alle 


i quia, Moroc 
ff oe rabad, Gesanite Sudan,’ ete. for Se 
prove nis. and free lists with every order 


»P arlington. Baltimore, Ma. 


New Belgium Char, 5 var., 25¢ 
New Netherland Char, comp, 20c 
1928 Netherland Char., comp. l5e; Rhodes #1-3, mint 
0c; Mongolia 2c, 1924, Cat. 35c, 12c; Andorra Pictures, 
7 var., 35c. All & 2 Aguera for $1.10. Approvals & Lists. 
A. G. ___A. G. Simmons ions Stamp Company, Horton, Mich. 


% LIBERIA JUBILEE STAMP! 
ALSO, our bargain packet. bed 56 different. faciud 
ing amen ails, Pictorials, mps from 
ITES, NIGER. IRAQ, ARMENTA and other od 
countries, all for Se with approvals and list 

PATAPSCO STAMP CO. 


Box 2G, Walbrook Sta. _—B. Md. 


150 DIFF lnc, Famous Rulers Pkt. 25c; Rich S & 
*Central American Pkt. lie; Great Me- 
nagerie Pkt. 15c; All Four Pkts. only 50¢ ; 


Stamps $1.00; jSpectal Le Wy Pkt. 15c; Fine U. 
Extra Air Mail Pkt. 2 ;B.&. K. STAMP CO. Newville, Pa. 


ZANZIBAR PACKET! Queer frez akish stamps from Zan- 
zibar, Holkar, Antioquia, Congo, Hyderabad, Gold Coast, 























on_ earth; 


12¢ to approval applicants. 
25e with every order. 
_ Rutherford, N. 3. 


Box 126, 
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British Colonials, Newfoundland, South Americans. Don't 

delay! Don’t wait! This whopping packet free for 5c 

postage. 

GRAY STAMP CO. Toronto, Canada 
Your choice of a ‘‘Tasco’’ Watermark 
Detector or, 52 diff. stamps with our 
approvals. 2c postag 


Tatham Stamp Co., 49 Van Horn (D7) Ww. Springfield. Mass. 
100 FINE STAMPS, only 25 cts. Satisfaction 

guaranteed. Money back if not satisfied. 
William J. Grant, 6317-18th_— Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Approval Sheets 4m [ 


~ Discount. Sent Anywhere 
American Girl Goes. Frederick 

B. Driver, 1430 So. Penn Square, Phila., Pa. 
APPROVALS—Beautiful stamps, air mails and air covers. 


Reference please. 
J. M. PALMER, Box-190 Jackson, Miss. 
105, China, etc., 2c. Album (500 illus t.) 3c. 


STAMPS List free. Bullard, 446 Tremont St., Boston 























IPS i0¢ 
2ist Street, Brooklyn, New York 
Stamps given free to Approval App. ; 2c 
Paige Stamp Co., Oak Park, Ill. 


A WONDER PACKAGE OF GOOD STAMPS 
Emanuel 1 Brooks, 2502 E. 


ne 
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Either of these new designs in heavy 
silver vine. two enamel colors, any 
35e ea., do 


en, $7. joz. 
colors free, 250 designs. Write 
today. Miller Jewelr 


gS ireenwood Bldg., C incinnati, 
nio. 








You can get these as premiums from “The American Girl.” Write for a list 
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Art and Poetry 


Cover Design Miriam Selss 
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Ma y Song 
Stories 
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Special Articles 


Brenda Putnam, Sculptor 
Virginia Moore 
If You Are Short 
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Our Merit Badge Pages 


When Ghosts Laugh (Health 
Winner) Genevieve Fox 
Salads for Warm Weather (Cook) 


Winifred Moses 

The Magic Circle (Dressmaker) 

Helen Perry Curtis 
by Harriet Moncure 

In the Ever Ever Land of Books 

(Scribe) . Sophie L. Goldsmith 


Illustrations 


Our Scribes’ Corner 


Girl Scouts Greet the May .. 


Our Girl Scout Pictures 
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Other Pages of Interest 


Along the Editor’s Trail 
Make a 


Well, of All 
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In the Old Curiosity Shop 


One of our readers has an interesting old 
friend who keeps a little shop down the 
street near her home. He styles himself an 
“antiquarian” and claims that he deals in 
“fine and authentic antiques only.” Some 
people who do not understand, unkindly call 
him a “second-hand dealer.” Nevertheless, 
Betty has found him a kindly old soul and 
often drops in for a little chat and to look 
at the curious and interesting wares. 

The other day, he called Betty’s attention 
to a special show-case with some things in 
it that he claimed had come from an old 
castle and were very historical. To Betty, 
the objects looked quite modern and she sus- 
pected that the old gentleman had been mis- 
informed. 

“The peculiar thing about them,” he 
said, “is that if you write the names of 
these things in eight four-letter words 
and place the words in proper order, the 
capital letters will make the name of a 
man who was very famous in English 
history.” 

Who was this person that he referred to? 


Puzzle Pack Word Square 


From the following definitions build up 
five-letter word square: 
A Hindu ruler 


2. Entertain 

3. A Spanish council 
4. A flower 
s 


A vital organ 
Word Jumping 


letter in the word at 
to GRAY in eleven 


By changing one 
a time, turn BLUE 
moves. 


Add a Letter 


By adding one letter at the beginning of 
each of the following words, six new words 
will be formed. The six added letters will 
spell the name of a large city in New York 
state. 

1. Muse 2. Earn 3. 
. Ears 6. Earn 


Ears 4. Like 


wn 


Ye Olde Time Riddle 


When are roads like dead men? 




















An Enigma 


I am the title of a famous 
Charles Dickens. I contain nineteen letters. 

My 7, 17, 13, 5, 6, is a very young person. 

My 16, 14, 18, 9, 15, is a tale, or nar- 
rative. 

My 12, 2, 11, 3, is foot apparel. 

My 19, 4, 8, 1, is a fit of sullenness. 

My 10 is a personal pronoun. 


novel by 


Geographic Acrostic 


The first and third letters of the six 
four-letter words which are defined below 
will make the names of two countries in 
central Europe. 

1. Very thick cord 

2. 

3. Chloride of sodium 

Thin strip of wood 

5. Hostels 

6. Assists 


Curtailed Word 


From a word that means cargo take 
away a letter and leave alarm, take away 
another letter and it will be correct. 


Apri, SHowers: 1. Girl nearest curb has dif- 
ferent coat lapels. 2. Upper button missing. 3. Coat 
buttons different. 4. One button out of line. 5. Belt 
too wide for buckle. 6, Pockets are different. 
7. Other girl’s coat buttons “‘boy’s’’ way. 8. Strap 
missing on cuff. 9. Shoes different. 10. Auto 
parked by fire hydrant. 11. It has no license 
plates. 12. One head-light missing, 13. Hinges 
on wrong side of door. 14. Wheels different. 15. 
Man has rubber on one foot and spat on other. 
16. Umbrella handle off center. 17. ‘“‘Matinee”’ 


spelled a = “TI” in ‘‘tickets’” should be 
capital. ““S” in “‘tickets’’ backwards. 20. “N”’ 
in wtaside” eaten, 
Puzzte Pack Worp Sovare: 

TORCH 

OPERA 

REBUS 

Cm pTsTt 


HASTE 
Worp Jumprnc: Trot, trod, toad, told, toll, tall, 
talk, walk. 
Avp A Letter: The six 
JOSHUA. 
Ye Orpe Time Rippte: 
ocean.) 
A Cuarape: Cardiff. 
GrocraPHic Acrostic: Merge, overt, novel, an- 
gel, crack, oaken. MONACO, GRE ECE 
ConcEALED PrestpenTs: 1. Adams. 2. 
3. Cleveland. 4. Taft. 


added letters spell 


T haven’t a notion. (An 


J ackson. 





Loads of good things 


are coming soon! Renew your subscription now 














Brown Sport “‘Wilo” Elk 


Gold Spot Leather Soles, 
Rubber 


Goodrich Heels 













“Sportster” Official Girl 
Scout Shoes are available 
in the following sizes 

widths, thus insuring proper 


Children’s Sizes 
85 9 95 10 103 11 








and 


SHOE 


Smaller Sizes 


OFFICIAL 
GIRL SCOUT 


Priced 


Proportionately Lower 





SIZES 
24 to lO 
WIDTHS 
AAA to D 











fit: 




































New Official Camp Oxford 
Smoke Sport “Wilo” Elk 
(Washable) Gristle Rub- 
ber Sole and Tennis Heel 


ie ewe 


HE “Sportster” Official Girl Scout Shoes 
are constructed over scientifically designed 
co-ordinated Lasts and Patterns. This insures 
proper fit and promotes both health and 
proper posture. 
Sportsters” are smartly styled and are the 
ultimate choice of the modern miss. 


GENUINE OFFICIAL SHOES 
BEAR THIS SEAL 


GIRL {SS}scovrs 
REG.U.S. PAT. OFF. 


APPROVED SHOE 
































A_XXXXXX 
_B_XxXxxxx 4,00 siettoge 
' en ee No foot too small r ------------ ---—-—-—~—~— | 
D —_. 4 , / 
——---- or too large. | A. SANDLER 
Misses’ Sizes None too wide Girl Scout Shoe Division | 
__iNSs 12s «123 13: 135 115 2 154 Lincoln St. Date | 
RE SSS SR Se Sa or too Boston, Mass. | 
ge a ee , 48 
Ax XK XK XXX $4.50 narrow. | : 
S KAKA RM | Genttemen: Please let me know where I 
C ¥ ww xX K xX xX | ¢an purchase “Sportster” Officially Approved | 
“— xX x x : x x x | Girl Scout Shoes in my neighborhood ; 
Growing Girls’ Sizes Name 
fe 24 3 35 4 44 5 53 6 64 7 73 8 83 9 93 10 , ii es - = 
a XE RR XK RRM KR MKS | l 
a <xxxuxxxe ex wx MM XX City —————a 
A XxXxXxXxXXXxXXXXXXXXX $5.50 | 
oe ae ar ge an ae ge ge a oe erage — 1 State - - =— — | 
_B i me ee em IS x X & 
“se -%X“exexxuxuxxuux > XX * x | Size Widh——__ | 
D \e o's S'S S'S ' 4 2 6 te OG 8 Ss ee ee ee Te ae ee aa 








Prices of Shoes are Twenty-five Cents Additional West of Rockies and Southwest. 

















Wr had to be good. 
lo gel where 
il is 


You can call the roll of the 48 states and all the provinces by the license 
tags of cars that park around Dufferin Terrace—where the outdoor cafe 
of Chateau Frontenac provides a restful haven and refreshing Coca-Cola. 


Coming and going through Old Quebec 
the touring thousands 
pause and refresh themselves 


PRINGTIME again and the 
S call of the open road! Old 
Quebec City, where everybody 
goes or wants to go. California 
and Oregon park with Georgia 
and Massachusetts to enjoy the 
pause that refreshes. Through 
rose-colored glasses of ice-cold 
Coca-Cola tired tourists review 
one of the great joys of the 
long, long trail. For, across 


N 


the Dominion and in every 
city, town and hamlet in the 
U. S. A., there’s no drink so 
easy to get, so popular and so 
surely refreshing. » » » And at 
home in office or workshop, 
along hot, crowded city streets, 
how cheerful this same pause. 
You relax and enjoy that cool, 
wholesome refreshment only 
Coca-Cola can give. Ice-cold, 


E TE FL LION s » 


ie 


tingling, delicious, it’s the one 
drink that fits all times, all 
places, all thirsty needs. 


THE BEST SERVED DRINK IN THE WORLD 


A pure drink of natural flavors served 
ice-cold in its own glass and in its 
own bottle: The crystal-thin Coca- 
Cola glass that represents the best in 
soda seme service. The distinctive 
Coca-Cola bottle you can always iden- 
tify; it is sterilized, filled and sealed 
air-tight without the touch of human 
hands, insuring purity and whole- 
someness. The Coca-Cola Co., Atlanta, Ga. 


a 2 














